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t  H  E    VALETUDINARIAN^ 
AN        ODE. 

SAl©    TO    Bt    WRlttES    It    6'R.  MArRIOT, 

NHERITAN€E  of  w'-feak,  but  proud  Mortalitj'^' 
Hence,  Difeafe  and  pining  Pain ; 
With  all  your  pale  and  ghailly  train, 
Toffings  dire,  heart-piercing  moans, 
Sighs,  and  tears,  and  hollow  groans^' 
The  harbingers  oi  Death ; 
"Whether  ye  be 
The  fpawn  of  bloated  Luiruryj 
Or  of  the  peflilential  breath 
Vol.  IV.  B  ''^f 
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Of  Eurus  bred :  or  from  the  eaflem  dime* 

Hence !  to  your  ancient  feat, 
Where  ebbing  Nilus  leaves  his  putrid  flime. 

To  Volga's  banks  retreat, 
Or  to  the  Cafpian,  or  Bengala's  bay  ; 
From  Britain's  happy  lands 
Haftc  to  Arabian  fands, 
While  winds  fulphurcous  burn,  and  urge  your  way; 

But,  Goddefs  of  the  dimpled  cheek, 

Whom  the  wanton  Cupids  feek, 

Gome,  fair  Health,  to  grace  the  fong. 

Bring  the  chearful  Mufe  along ; 

Briftg  laughing  Youth,  who  looks  behind; 

Love  on  Fancy's  breall  reclin'd ; 

Wit,  no  poilbn'd  dart  who  flings, 

Or  but  retorts  when  Envy  flings. 

Come  with  antic  Merriment, 

And  the  placid  child  Content ; 

All  with  happy  ileps  advance,        '' 

Join  the  fong,  and  lead  the  dance# 

Oft,  O  Goddefs !  let  thy  feet 

Vifit  this  ray  lofie  retreat ; 

Where  my  oak  extends  its  pride 

Of  twilled  arms ;  and  fit  to  ride 

Sublime  oa  Neptune's  fweiiing  wave. 

Now  the  roaring  uindi  doth  brave ; 

Where  the  vine's  ioft  tendrils  run. 

And  fweli  to  meet  the  Ibuthern  fun : 

Where  Contemplation,  wont  to  flray, 
,^  Winds  tjiroitgb  ihe  wood  her  eafy  way. 

Of 
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Or  marks  the  lake,  the  field,  or  fky ; 

The  filent  angler's  ftedfafl  eye ; 

The  gunner's  aim  :  or  Induftry, 

Who,  with  his  iond  refounding  blow, 

Lays  the  nodding  forefls  low  ; 

Or  teaches  where  to  wind  the  ftream  ; 

Or  vvhilHes  to  his  labouring  team : 

The  meads  which  fuck  the  ^ews  of  morn  j 

Or  uplands  crown'd  with  golden  corn, 

Richer  than  Iberia's  mine  ; 

The  bleating  flocks  ;  the  lowing  kine  j 

The  fmoking  cots,  and  pointed  fpires, 

The  fetting  fun's  reflecting  fires  ; 

Woods  dark  waving  in  the  dale ; 

Rays  which  gleam  ;  and  clouds  which  fail  3 

Shades  and  lights  by  turns  contending  j 

Gradual  colours  foftly  blending; 

All  as  Nature's  pencil  clear 

Marks  .the  variegated  year  : 

Thefe,  O  Goddefs !  thefe  are  thine  j 

Offspring  of  immortal  line; 

Who  with  mortals  deign'll  to  dwell, 

In  fome  low  ancLrural  'cell  : 

To;haunt  the  brink  of  tinkling  rills  ^ 

The  flowery  vales,  or  floping  hills ; 

And,  when  the  plowman  turns  the  foil, 

To  chear  his  fong,  and  guide  his  toil. 

With  veil:  fuccinct  in  Dian's  train 

Oft  art  thou  feen  to  brulh  the  pl.iinj 

B  z  While 
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iP^ile  tl^  flirill  horns  fweet  Echo  tonfe/- 

Slumbering  on  the  mountain's  brows  ? 

Oft  when  Winter  clouds  the  air. 

To  the  blazing  hearth  repair 

Thy  focial  feet,  where-e'er  the  bowl 

Of  moderate  Mirth  unlocks  the  foul^ 

When  tales  of  time,  and  ancient  fear 

Sufpend  the  young  aflonifli'd  ear : 

®r  carrols  quaint  in  long-drawn  note' 

Swell  the  rulHc's  ample  throat : 

Or  where  high  lifted  fleps  refound, 

When  the  peafant  thumps  the  grouncf 

tVith  aukward  heel ;  and  gives  a  faU 

To  miftrefs  of  the  rural  ball : 

Or  prefTes  with  his  iron  hand, 

And  whirls  her  through  the  fliouting  ban^,- 

Nor  art  thou  wont  with  thefe  to  fport 

Alone  :  but  where  the  Loves  refort. 

With  all  the  young  and  fliining  train 

Of  Cytherca*s  golden  reign, 

More  elegant,  to  lead  is  thine 

The  dance ;  which  waves  its  eafy  linfc  f 

Marks  the  graceful,  and  the  flrong; 

Where  fpeech  to  which  no  words  belong'. 

Makes  love  by  anions  never  pain'd. 

All  oppos'd,  but  nought  conftrain'd: 

Movements  mixing,  fwift,  and  floW|- 

And  foot,  ear,  eje,  together  go. 

Thus  flufli'dvvith  all  thy  native  charmsj~ 

My  Delia  fpreads  her  winning  arms, 

Uplifted! 


(si 

•^Uplifted  foft,  and  fecms  to  tread 

^n  yielding  air,  or  ocean's  bed : 

And,  as  flie  grants  her  modeft  hand, 

Damon's  h^ppy  eyes  demand, 

While  mov'd  by  her  he  feems  to  live, 

Th&heart,  which  flie  half  feems  to  give  2 

If  thefe  delights,  O  Goddefs !  wait 

Ever  on  thy  happy  Hate, 

Beft  of  bleffings  underftood, 

Only-iource  of  mortal  good  ; 

Hither,  bright  Hygeia,  fly 

With  rofy  cheek,  and  fparkling  eye. 

Such  as  thou  doft  oft  appear 

When  thy  Heberden  is  near. 

Rich  with  Nature's  genuine  grace, 

■Come,  Goddefs !  to  my  warm  embrace. 
Far  from  all  I  fear,  or  hate  j 
From  fplendid  life's  delufive  ftate. 
Smiles  that  ftab,  or  that  betray: 
Gloom  of  heart  with  vifage  gayj 
Splendor  canker'd  with  diftrels. 
Grandeur  mix'd  with  littlenefs, 
Words  or  wind,  and  hopes  of  air, 
Clouds  which  threaten  dark  defpair, 

iCraft  difloyal  to  his  truft, 

•;JIere  High  Birth  licking  low  the  duft, 
There  upftart  Meannefs  fet  aftride 
Xhe  wotld,  too  narrow  for  his  pridc> 
Far  from  Trade's  too  bufy  feat, 

■Pf  Lofs  and  Gain  the  low  deceit, 
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Ankward  Pomp,  and  Vanity, 

Who  relllefsdrive,  and  mount  the  iky, 

Proud  of  milus'd  Liberty; 

While  fordid  Cunning,  Pailion  blind. 

Ride  on  the  gilded  car  behind. 

Froip  Law's  grimace,  and  mean  chicane. 

Which  rivets,   when  it  feems  a  chaia 

To  loofe  ;   receives  the  golden  fhower. 

And  offers  hecatombs  to  Povi'er. 

From  language  low,  which  vulgars  prize, 

Creeping  Arts  which  mean  to  rife ; 

Labyrinths,  which  ever  wind 

In  the  dark  and  double  mind  : 

From  Profcffion's  learned  fcene; 

Cant  of  woids,  which  little  mean  : 

Phyfie,  child  of  Luxury  ; 

Cloak'd  in  fliallow  myflery: 

Falle  Religlpn's  forms,  which  bind 

The  body  to  enflave  the  mind  : 

Difputation's  rage  and  trouble  : 

Pliilofophic  fyfteni's  bubble : 

From  War's  parade  ;  or  Eloquence 

In  fenates,  big  with  flnooth  pretence 

Of  public:  good  :   from  Envy  meaji. 

Who  midll  the  liberal  Arts  is  fecn, 

Corrodps  the  page  which  Genius  drew. 

And  turns  afide  her  fallen  vieu', 

Each  ULork  of  i\^erit  pleas'd  to  blaft, 

Then  feeds  .upon  herfelf  at  lall. 


} 
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From  thefe,  immortal  Goddefs !  fly, 

And  blefs  thy  humble  votary. 

Give  me  Reafon's  lafting  pleafure, 

Eafe,  but  not  ignoble  leifure  :  ., 

Far  be  wild  Ambition's  fires, 

Hopelefs  Love,  and  fierce  Defires. 

I  afk  not  Fortune's  glittering  charms, 

The  pride  of  courts,  the  fpoils  of  arms  ; 

By  filver  ftream,  and  haunted  grove, 

O  give  my  peaceful  fteps  to  rove : 

Beneath  the  fliade  of  pendent  hills, 

lUl  liften  to  the  falling  rills, 

That  chafe  the  pebble,  as  they  ftray  j 

And  hafte,  like  human  life,  away: 

When  on  the  flowery  carpet  green 

I'll  fit  and  trace  the  rural  fcene  j 

While  by  the  mimic  pencil  drawn 

The  herds  fhall  feem  to  crop  the  lawn  ; 

The  piping  fwain,  the  diftant  towers. 

The  mofs-grown  knotted  oaks,  and  bovver*, 

As  bending  to  the  whifpering  breeze, 

Some  thatch'd  cot  rifing  'mong  the  trees, 

In  rude  and  artlefs  lines  defign'd, 

Shall  faintly  mark  the  mailer's  mind. 

Or,  if  foft  verle  delight  us  more, 

O  grant  of  verie  the  wonderous  power 

Strong  ideas  to  infpire ; 

Words  which  paint,  and  founds  which  fire ; 

B  4  Which 
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-Which  cail§  up  fliades  of  heroes  bolcf, 
;  Whole  virtues  warm'd  the  times  oi'oldf 
Preffing  the  Jtiiiloric  page 
"With  1  error,  Pity,  Love,  and  Rage  ;. 
Or  gives  to  Truth  the  tuneful  art 
With  moral  fong  to  mend  the  heart : 
Flow  it  qafy,  foft,  and  free, 
;  From  iil-coneeiv'd  ohfcurity  ; 
AfFeftatiqn's  &rowdec!  plumes, 
All  that  ftrains,  or  that  aflames  i, 
Nature  may  itc'er  purfue, 
•  Defcribing,  as  we  feel,  the  true: 
Her  magic  glafs  while  Fancy  brings, 
Which  <hews  the  fleetmg  form  of  things,. 
5ach  fair  affemblage  knows  to  trace  4 

All  that  Nature  hath  of  Grace  -y 
While  Reafon  lends  her  facred  aid. 
And  in  the  beautiful  dJ-iplay'd, 
Sees  with  found  philofophy 
'\hc  reflefted  Deity. 

Thus  on  through  Manhood,  Youth,  and  Age, 
Noi,  ilainM  with  guilt,  nor  rough  with  rage, 
Xd  fmdoth  m^^anders  life  fliali  glide, 
"  4nd  roll  a  clear  and  peaceful  tide. 


JL.AUR  A3 
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LAURA:   PR   THE   COMPLAINT*^ 
AN      EL  E  G  Y. 

EYTHE     SAME. 

YE  groyps,  with  venerable  niofs  array'd, 
That  o'er  yon  caverns  llretch  yoiir  pendent  ilia4c» 
Where  facred  Silence  lulls  the  rufal  vale, 
And  Love  in  vvhifpers  tells  bis  tender  tale  j 

*  *'  The  lady,  in  whofe  charaifler  this  complaint  -is  written,  wjn 

"  a  young  perfon  of  very  good  family,  and  of  uncoir.inon  bj'auty  and 

"  excellent  underftanding;  ihc  misfortunes  Ibe  fuft'cred  in  conuqucncc 

"  of  a  fatal  error  ip  her  cpndi;£V;^  gave  occafiuu  to  this  compofition  j 

*'  if  it  fiiould  be  thought  happily  to  breathe  the  leaft  degree  of  tcnr 

**  derncfs,  it  vijas  the  refult  of  compaflionate  feelings,  and  therefore  it 

»'  was  very  little  Hudied,  any  farther  than  th.it  there  was  foroe  attcn- 

*'  tion  to  mark  a  propriety  of  charaifler,  which  difjers.as  mucli- fr<«a 

^'  that  of  Eloifa,  as  this  Elegy  will  bear  no  comparifbn  with  the  let- 

"  ter  to  AJjelard  ;  no  particular  imitation,  therefcuTy  ,of  Eloifa's  cha- 

•'  rafler  was  intended  :  £loifa  is  a  vehement  one,  a  devotee  ftrug- 

"  gling  w.rh  the  violence  of  a  very  grofs  paflion,  and  of  fiiperfiitioa 

'Sin  an   oppofre  txcefs  :   Laura's  character  was  rncant  to  be  ir.ora 

'•'  placid  an(l  tour.].,  as  a  modern  fine  woman,  tired  of  life,  changea- 

'■  able  i«  her   feniiments   of  love  and  hatred  ;    the    lofs  of  whofe 

"  bc2i.ty  and  the  remembrance  of  Its  pleafures,  as  much  as  repen-, 

"  tar.cc  for  their  confequences,  make  up  i-he ^rsatcft  part  of  her  ch*-. 

'*.i:a<ler  and  complaiiu."  I.  M. 

■    ■  •  '  -      '  Y<i 
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Tc  lonely  rocks,  ye  flreams  that  ever  flow. 

Still  33  my  tears,  and  conftant  as  my  woe, 

To  you  behold  the  wretched  Laura  flies. 

And  haunts  thofe  feats  from  whence  her  forrows  rHc; 

Where  loft  to  love,  how  often  has  flie  ftray'd  ? 

When  the  fond  lover  led  his  bluihing  maid, 

When  his  foft  lips,  too  eloquent  his  art, 

Pour'd  the  warm  wifli,  and  breach'd  out  all  his  heart. 

Ah  once-Iov'd  feats,  your  pleafing  fcenes  are  o'er. 
Nor  can  you  charm,  fmce  he  can  love  no  more; 
Though  Imile  your  lawns  with,  vernal  glories  crown'd, 
In  vain  gay  Nature  paints  th*  enamel'd  ground  j 
While  through  your  folitary  paths  I  rove, 
A  prey  to  grief,  to  ficknefs,  and  to  love. 
Though  gentle  Zephyrs  fan  the  bending  bowers, 
Though  breathes  the  incenfe  of  your  opening  flowers. 
Nor  opening  flowers,  nor  gentle  Zephyrs  charm. 
Nor  beauteous  fcenes  a  grief  like  mine  difarm  ; 
Fade  every  flower,  and  languifti  every  fenfe. 
Ye  have  no  fvveets  for  fallen  innocence. 

Torn  by  remorfe,  fad  viftim  of  defpair. 
Where  fli.ili  I  turn  ?  or  where  adclrefs  my  prayer  ? 
Far  as  the  morn  its  early  beam  difplays, 
Or  where  the  ftar  of  evening  darts  its  rays  j 
Far  as  wide  earth  is  itretch'd,  or  oceans  roll. 
Where  blow  the  winds,  or  heaven  inverts  the  pole, 
In  vain  my  fluttering  foal  would  wing  its  way; 
Stern  Care  puvfues,  where'er  the  wretched  Itray. 

I  Soft 
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Soft  God  of  Sleep,  whofe  ever-peaceful  reign 
Lulls  earth,  and  heaven,  and  all  th'  extended  maiij^ 
Powerful  to  give  the  labouring  heart  to  reft, 
To  wipe  the  tear,  and  heal  the  wounded  bread, 
Say,  by.  what  crime  offended,  flies  from  me, 
Invok'd,  thy  unpropitious  Deity  ? 
Or  dooms,  on  racks  of  wildeft  Fancy  torn, 
In  dreams  my  agonizing  foul  to  mourn  ? 
Why  am  I  oft  on  angry  billows  toll, 
Now  in  fome  vyide  and  dreary  defart  loft  ? 
Why  yet  in  life  infernal  tortures  feel, 
Bound  by  fierce  daemons  to  fome  rapid  wheel  ?t. 
JSew  feem  to  climb,  while  hills  on  hills  arife, 
In  vain :  or  fall  in  tempefts  from  the  Ikies, 
Tread  burning  plains,  or  fwim  in  feas  of  fire, 
Juft  reach  the  fliore,  then  fee  the  fhore  retire ! 
As  oft,  dear  youth  !  thy  plealing  form  appears ; 
I  ftretch  my  arms,  and  wake  diffolv'd  in  tears ; 
Yet  waking  Fancy  all  that  lofs  fupplies, 
And  ftill  I  view  thee  with  a  lover's  eyes  ; 
Entranc'd  in  fhoiight,  o'er  all  thy  charms  I  gaze. 
See  thy  bright  eyes  diffufe  their  fofteft  rays. 
Hang  on  thy  hand,  and  on  thy  breaft  reclin'd. 
Play  with  thy  locks  that  waver  with  the  wind, 
Joy  in  thy  joy,  or  in  thy  forrows  join. 
And  on  thy  lips  my  fpirit  mix  with  thine. 
Now  o'er  dark  wilds,  or  rugged  rocks  we  ftray, 
Xove  lights  the  gloom,  and  fmooths  the  dreary  way  ; 

Nov/ 
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^ow  on  foft  banks  our  weaiy  limbs  repoife. 
Where  every  flower  of  vernal  beauty  glows  j 
But  light  as  air,  each  pleafing  vifion  flew, 
Swift  as  the  fun  difpels  the  morning  dew  ; 
While  with  the  day  returns  the  fenfe  of  woe, 
W  e  wake  more  wretched  when  the  cheat  we  knoift 

Imagination  I  miftrefs  of  the  foul. 
What  powers  unfeen  the  a<5tive  mind  controul? 
And  fill  the  waving  thought,  or  bufy  fleep  ? 
When  not  a  breeze  dilhirbs  the  tranquil  deep, 
Kor  lofty  pines  through  all  the  foreit  move, 
Why  ftir  the  uiotions  of  refilllefs  love  ? 

Urg'd  by  th-e  golden  morn,  the  night  recedes, 
-And  year  to  year  in  changeful  courfe  fuccecds  j 
Nor  night,  nor  morn,  nor  years  to  me  reftore 
The  peace  which  Laura's  heart  poflefs'd  before  ; 
Involv'd  in  clouds  one  darkibme  fcene  I  view ; 
pieed  the  fame  wounds,  and  all  my  pains  renew, 

O  boaft  of  Laura's  long-forgotten  praife  1 
Pall  are  the  triumphs  of  my  happier  days. 
When,  plav'd  fupreme  on  Beauty's  radiant  throne^ 
I  faw  with  confcious  pride  each  heart  my  own ; 
Where'er  I  turned,  a  thoufand  nymphs  admir'dj 
Whene'er  I  fsnii-d,  a  thoufand  fwains  expir'd  : 
I  fpoke,  'twas  mufic  dwelt  upon  my  tongue  s 
I  mo\  'd  a  goddefs,  and  an  angel  fung. 
"IMy  carelefs  vjleps  in  joys  were  taught  to  rove  j 
"Jlach  voice  was  flattery,  and  each  look  was  Ipve ; 
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But  Beauty's  power,  too  mighty  long  to  lafV/' 
Fled  on  the  wings  of  rapid  Time  is  pall. 

As  fome  proud  velTel  to  the  profperous  gale 
Her  ftreamer  wavei,  and  fpreads  the  lilken  fail,"-- 
While  filvef  oars  to  flutes  foft  breathing  fweep 
With  meafur'd  ftrokes  the  fcarcely  heaving  deep, 
But  foon  tempeftuous  clouds  the  Icene  defoi'm^ 
And  the  loud  furge  remurmufs  to  the  llorm  ; 
Thus  big  with  hope,  fr&rti  daf"t  fufpicion  free, 
I  fail'd  with  tranfport  on  Life's  fumrfier  fea  ; 
The  gay  attendants  of  my  happy  flate. 
The  Smiles,  the  Graces  rbund  were  kth  to-w^it^ 
And  all  the  moments,  as  they  fwiftly  flew, 
Showered  down  foft  joys,  and  pleafures  ever  new,- 
How  chang'd  this  fleeting  image  of  a  day  I- 
How  fets  iii  awful  gloom  the  evening  ray  ! 
While,  fixt  on  earth,  he!r  eye  in  fad  lufpence 
Pours  the  deep  figh  inceflant  Penitence. 

If  youthful  charms  decay  with  age  or  pain^ 
Beauty,  thy  crouded  \vorfliipers  how  vain  ! 
Why  then  fuch  crowds  of  incenfe  round  afcend? 
Why  proltrate  monarchs  at  thy  altars  bend? 
Why  earth's  and  ocean's  mighty  bounds  explore" 
At  once  to  win  thee,  and  increafe  thy  power  ? 
Let  fad  example  Reafoa's  diilates  aid  ! 
Ilere  fee  what  ruin  Grjcf  and  Love  have  male  i 
E'en  Love",  who  lives  by  Beauty's  imi.es  caref , 
£aiks  la  her  eyes^  aad  waatons  on.  her  bre^il, 
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With,  cruel  force  the  fatal  fiiaft  employs^ 
And  fooneft  what  he  moft  adores  dcilroysr 

How  cold  I  feel  Life's  idle  curreut  flow. 
Where  once  the  dancing  fpirits  lov'd  to  glow  I 
No  more  thefe  eyes  with  youthful  rapture  fliine,- 
Nor  cheeks  foft  bluflnng  fpeak  a  warmth  divine  j 
Graceful  no  more  amid  the  feilive  dance 
My  fleps  with  eafy  dignity  advance, 
And  all  the  glofly  locks,  whofe  ringlets  fpread, 
O'er  my  fair  neck,  the  honours  of  my  head, 
Ceafe  the  neat  labours  of  my  hand  to  know  ; 
111  fuits  the  care  of  elegance  with  woe  ! 

Why  did  not  Nature,  when  fhe  gave  to  chanti 
W^ith  unrelenting  pride  my  bofom  arm  ? 
Why  was  my  foul  its  tender  pity  taught, 
Each  foft  affe(5lion,  and  each  generous  thought  ? 
Hence  fpring  my  forrows,  hence  with  lighs  1  prove 
How  feeble  woman,  and  how  fierce  is  love. 

Ill  luravailing  ftreams  my  tears  are  flied ; 
Sad  Laura's  blifs  is  with  Lorenzo  fled. 
For  thee,  falfe  youth,  was  every  joy  refign'd, 
Young  health,  fweet  peace,  and  innocence  of  mind  j 
Are  thefe'the  conilant  vows  thy  tongue  profeft, 
When  firft  thy  arms  m}'^  yielding  beauties  prefl:  ? 
Thus  did  thy  kifs  difpel  my  empty  fears. 
Or  winning  voice  delight  my  raptur'd  ears  ; 
Thus  fwore  thy  lips,  by  ocean,  earth,  and  fky ; 
By  lisll's  dread  powers,  and  hea-vea's  all-piercing  eye? 

Yawn* 
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Yawns  not  the  grave  for  thee  ?  Why  fleeps  the  floriB,, 
To  bkfi:  thy  hnibs,  and  rend  thy  perjiir'd  form  ? 
Unmov'd,  O  faJthlefs,  caaft  thou  hear  my  pain, 
Like  the  proud  rocks  vi'hich  brave  th'  unwearied  ns&ia? 
Sooner  the  fliip-wreck'd  pilot  fliall  appeafe 
With  fighs  the  howhng  winds,  with  tears  the  feas. 
Than  Laura's  prayers  thy  heart  unfeeling  move^ 
O  loii  to  fame,  to  honour,  and  to  love ! 
Nurs'd  in  dark  caverns  on  Ibme  mountain  v\  iW 
To  cruel  manhood  grew  the  daring  child  i 
No  female  breaft  fupplied  thy  infant  food. 
But  t3-gers  growling  o'er  their  favage  brood. 
Curs'd  be  that  fatal  hour  thy  charms  were  icea^. 
While  yet  this  mind  was  guiltlefs  and  ferene. 
With  thee,   falfe  man,  I  urg'd  my  hafty  flight. 
And  dar'd  the  horroi-s  of  tempeftuous  night. 
Nor  fear'd  vi?ith  thee  through  plair^s  uaknowa  to  rov£^. 
Deaf  to  the  ditiates  of  paternal  love. 
la  vain  for  me  a  parentis  tears  were  Ihed, 
And  to  the  grave  defcends  Iiis  hoary  head. 
When  at  my  feet  entranc'd  my  lover  lay, 
Aad  pour'd  in  tender  fighs  his  foul  away. 
Fond,  foolifli  heart!  to  think  the  tale  divine; 
Why  llarted  not  my  hands  when  preft  in  thine  ? 
Too  well  Remembrance  paints  the  fatal  hour 
When  Love,  great  conqueror,  {"ummon'd  all  his  powers 
When,  bolder  grown,  your  glances  flafli'd  mth  fire^ 
Asid  your  pale  lips  all  trembled  with  dcfire ; 
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Satic  to  my  heart  my  blood  tumultuous  flelvj 
From  every  pore  dilnU'd  the  chilhng  dew, 
When  Shame  prefciging  fpoke  each  future  pain. 
And  ftruggling  Virtue' arm'd  my  foul  in  vain. 
But  oh  let  lilence  all  my  weaknefs  veil, 
And  burning  blufhes  otilytell  the  tale. 

Ah!  faithlefs  man!  and  thou  more  wretched  maidj 
To  guilt,  and  grief,  and  mifery  betrayM  I 
Far  flies  thy  lover  :  to  fouie  diil:ant  plain 
Islow  cleaves  its  bounding  bark  the  peaceful  main  ; 
Avenging  heaven,  that  heard  the  vows  he  fwore^ 
Bid  howl  the  blackening  florm,  and  thunder  roar^ 
'Till  wavies  on  waves  in  tumbling  motintains  roll, 
Now  fmk  to  hell,  and  now  afcend  the  pble ; . 
Then  pn  fome  plank  o'er  foaming  billows  borne, 
Trembling,  his  perjtu'd  faith  the  v/retch  flaall  mounl^ 
But  mourn  in  vain  :  his  vigorous  arm  fliall  fail, 
Guilt  fink  him  dowri,  and  angry  heaven  prevail  j 
No  friendly  hand  to  earth  his  limbs  convey, 
Btit  dogs  and  vultures  tear  the  bloated  prey. 

Yet,  ah !  fond  heart  I  avert,  kind  heaven,  the  ftrokcj 
My  heart  denies  what  trembling  lips  have  fpoke. 
The  varying  accerits  real  nature  prove, 
And  only  fliew  how  wild  a  thing  is  love. 
Go,  much-lov'd  youth ^  with -every  bleffing  crown'dj  - 
A^d  Laura's  wiflies  ever  guard  thee  found. 
Me  to  the  iilent  fliades  and  fad  retreat, 
Where  love's  expiring  flames  forget  their  heat, 
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Death  wooes  all-powerful :  ere  he  parts  the  clew,  • 

Once  more  thy  Laura  bids  her  love  adieu  : 

Bids  health  and  affluence  every  blifs  afford, 

Bids  thee  be  lov'd,  be  happy,  and  ador'd ; 

In  eafe,  in  mirth,  glide  each  glad  hour  away ; 

No  pain  to  fpot  thy  Fortune's  cloudlefs  day  ; 

Nor  figh  to  fwell,  no  tear  to  flow  for  me ; 

O  grant,  heaven,  all:  but  grant  thee  conftancy. 

Yet  from  my  hand  this  laft  addrefs  receive. 
This  laft  addrefs  is  all  that  hand  can  give. 
In  vain  thy  bark  with  fpreading  canvas  flies, 
If  thefe  fad  lines  fhall  meet  thy  confcious  eyes. 
And,  taught  with  winning  eloquence  to  move. 
The  winds  and  waters  waft  the  voice  of  love ; 
That  voice,  O  grant  what  dying  lips  implore, 
Alks  but  one  tear  from  thee,  and  alks  no  more. 

Then  world  farcwel ;  farewel  life's  fond  defires, 
Falfe  flattering  hopes,  and  love's  tormenting  fires. 
Already,  Death,  before  my  clofing  eyes 
Thy  airy  forms  and  glimmering  fliades  arife. 
Hark  !  hear  I  not  for  me  yon  pafling  bell 
Toll  forth,  with  frequent  paufe,  its  fullen  knell? 
Waits  not  for  me  yon  fexton  on  his  fpade, 
Blythe  whillling  o'er  the  grave  his  toil  has  made  ? 
Say,  why  in  lengthen'd  pomp  yon  fable  train, 
With  meafur'd  fl:eps,  flow,  ftalk  along  the  plain  ? 
Say,  why  yon  hearfe  with  fading  flowers  is  crown'd, 
And  midnight  gales  the  deep-mouth'd  dirge  refound  ? 

Vol.  IV.  C  Hail, 
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Hail,  fifter  woFjms,  and  thou  my  kindred  dufl. 
Secure  to  you  my  weary  limbs  I  truft. 
Dim  burns  life's  lamp ;  O  Death,  thy  work  complete^ 
And  give  my  foul  to  gain  her  laft  retreat. 
Such  as  before  the  birth  of  Nature  fway'd. 
Ere  fpringing  light  the  firft  great  Word  obey'd, 
Let  filence  reign— come,  Fate,  exert  thy  might ; 
And  darknefs  wrap  me  in  eternal  night. 

RINALDO     AND     ARMIDAn 

TO  A  LADY  SINGING. 
BY  THE  SAME. 

TH  E  goldfinch  fwells  his  little  throat, 
And  loudly  pours  his  rural  note ; 
High  poiz'd  above  his  neil  in  air, 
The  flirill  lark  chaunts  his  matins  clear; 

»  In  the  i6ch  Book  of  Taffb's  Jerufalem  Delivered,  and  in  the  firffe 
Qdc  of  Fulvio  Tefli,  edition  priuted  at  Milan  1676,  fee  tlie  ftory 
to  which  this  poem  alludes.  It  is  obfervable,  that  the  Italian  poems 
and  romances,  which  are  the  Fairy  land  of  modern  poetry,  were  fall' 
of  the  enchantments  of  Armlda  before  ever  Taffo  introduced  them 
into  his  Gierufalemme  Liberata;  for  Count  Fulvio  Tefti  does  but  al- 
lude himfelf  to  fomc  well-known  flory  of  Armlda  :  and  he  wrote  this 
Ode  before  Taflo  was  born.  It  is  infcribedto  Alfonfo  d'Efte  duke  of 
'   Fetrara,  who  died  in  1534  ;  aad  Taffo  was  uoi  born  until  1554. 

At 
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At  evening  brown,  in  woodland  dale 

Soft  gurgling  trills  her  amorous  tale 

The  folitary  nightingale ; 

But  what  avails,  ye  feather'd  throng 

Of  warblers  wild,  your  feeble  fong?  ."j 

Our  varying  paffions  can  ye  move 

With  warmer  hope,  or  fonder  love  ? 

Or  run  your  notes  th'  enchanting  round 

Through  all  the  labyrinths  of  found  ? 

As  breathes  fome  foft  angelic  ftrain, 

When  Midaight  fpreads  her  folemn  reign, 

Entranc'd  the  lonely  hermit  lies, 

And  taftes  ideal  paradife, 

When  at  Armida's  feet  he  lay, 

So  figh'd  Rinaldo's  foul  away  ; 

His  tongue  in  mute  attention  bound. 

His  ear  in  rapture  drank  the  found, 

While  magic  numbers  luU'd  the  fenfe. 

And  held  fwift  thought  in  fweet  fufpence. 

The  mimic  voice  repeats  the  gales 
That  (igh  along  the  flowery  vales  ; 
The  flowery  vales,  the  falling  floods, 
The  rifing  rocks,  and  waving  w^oods 
To  the  fighing  gales  reply, 
Redoubling  all  the  harmony. 

The  Zephyrs ,  ever  mild  and  fair, 
Who  lightly  fan  the  vernal  air, 
Learn  from  Armida's  voice  the  flrain, 
And  whifpering  tell  it  to  the  main, 

C  3  Whene'er 
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Whene'er  the  foaming  billows  flowing. 
The  wintery  florms  are  fiercely  blowing, 
When  fable  clouds  invade  the  pole, 
And  lightnings  dart,  and  thunders  roll, 
Th'  enchantrefs  can  the  rage  appeafe, 
And  clear  the  Ikies,  and  fmooth  the  feas. 

When,  hurried  to  th'  infernal  coaft. 
His  beauteous  bride  the  Thracian  loft. 
Sure,  haplefs  youth  !  fo  fweet  a  fpell 
Once  more  h?d  charm 'd  the  powers  of  hell  j 
Or  if  fuch  had  been  the  fong 
Which  warbled  erft  the  fyren  throng 
For  councils  fage  the  chief  renown'd 
His  warrior  limbs  had  vainly  bound ; 
His  eyes,  by  love  entranc'd,  no  more 
Had  fecn  with  joy  their  native  fliore  i 
The  cords  had  loos'd ;  the  magic  tale 
Had  ftay'd  his  oars,  and  furl'd  his  fail. 

SACRED        ODE. 

BY    THE     SAME. 

HARK !  through  yon  fretted  vaults  and  lofty  fpires 
Peal  the  deep  organs  to  the  facred  quires  ; 
And  now  the  full,  the  loud  hofannas  rife. 
Float  in  the  winds,  and  roll  along  the  Ikies ;    ^ 

Th« 
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The  folemn  founds  Devotion's  ardour  raife  j 
Now  mounts  the  fpirit  with  diviner  blaze  ; 
Heaven  opens ;  earth  recedes ;  and  Nature  feels 
The  ray  that  fir'd  the  prophet's  glowing  wheels : 
In  fiery  pomp  bright  feraphs  quit  the  fky, 
And  wrap  the  foul  in  holy  extafy  ; 
While  round  the  fapphire  throne  th'  ethereal  train 
Adoring  proftrate  raife  the  lofty  flrain : 

I. 
Arife,  O  Lord,  arife ; 
Ir  all  thy  awful  glory  ftand  confeft  ; 

In  thee  for  ever  bleft, 
Behold  thy  fervants  veil  their  dazzled  eyes  r 

Night  hath  for  thee  no  fliades  j 
Alike  to  thee  appears  the  orient  day ; 
While  one  vaft  light,  one  inexhauiled  ray 
Of  thy  effulgent  power  the  whole  pervades. 

Then  whither  fliall  we  flrav. 
Where  of  thy  forming  hand  no  trace  is  foundi 

Above,  beneath,  around. 

The  mighty  voice  is  heard ; 

Where'er  the  hills  are  rear'd, 

Where  fpreads  the  vaulted  fky, 

Or  foams  the  deep  profound  ; 

Through  Nature's  utmoft  bound 

To  \is  her  works  reply, 
Proclaim  a  parent  God,  a  prefent  Deity. 

C  3  -  II. 
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n. 

Creation's  praife  is  leaft,        -^ 
Nature's  Reftorer,  to  preferve  is  thine : 

Whofe  awful  voice  divine 
Created  all :  vt^hen  Difcord  heard,  and  ceas'd  j 

For  it  is  thine  to  bind 
The  moral  chain  of  Order's  perfeft  law, 
And  to  their  courfe  the  fwerving  motions  dravy 
Of  changeful  things,  and  erring  human  kind. 

Death  with  infatiate  jaw 
Gnafli'd  oft  his  iron  fang,  ax\d  by  his  fide 

Stalking  with  ample  ilride, 

Vice  rear'd  his  giant  fize 

Up-towering  to  the  Ikies, 

The  mourning  earth  was  wafte  ; 

Confufion  roll'd  her  tide  ; 

When  down  the  Virtues  glide  j 

Soft  Mercies  urg'd  their  hafte, 
And  o'er  the  bleeding  world  the  facred  mantle  caft. 

III. 

Beyond  created  fcnfe 
Myfterious  goodnefs,  hid  in  deepefl  night ! 

In  vain  our  feeble  fight 
Would  pierce  the  gloom,  O  mighty  Providence, 

Where  the  deep  mazes  meet 
Beneath  thy  awful  throne  no  eye  hath  feen. 
Where  wrapt  in  darknefs  fits  thy  powxr  fercne. 
And  the  loud  thunders  roll  beneath  thy  feet. 
P,  when  fliall  clofe  the  fcene ! 


And 
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Aad  Hope  be  loft  in  Truth's  widc-burfting  ray  ? 

O  hafte,  aufpicious  day, 

O  hafte  to  light  on  earth 

Great  Nature's  fecond  birth  j 

New  inmate  of  the  Ikies, 

When  man  renevv'd  fliall  fiiine 

With  innocence  divine ! 

And  bleft  obedience  rife 
To  fnatch  the  palm  that  crowns  her  faithful  vi<Sorie3. 

INSCRIPTION  UPON  A  HERMITAGE, 

BY       THE      SAME. 


B 


I ENEATH  this  rural  cell 
Sweet  fmiling  Peace  and  calm  Content 
Far  from  the  bufy  croud  fequefter'd  dwell. 

Mortal  approaching  near, 

The  hallow'd  feat  revere, 
Nor  bring  the  loud  tumultuous  paffions  here ; 

For  not  for  thefe  is  meant 

The  (acred  filence  of  the  ftream, 
Nor  cave  prophetic  prompting  Fancy's  dream  ; 

If,  with  prefumption  rude^ 

Tby  daring  fteps  intrude, 

C  4  Know, 
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Know,  that  with  jealous  eye 

Peace  and  Content  will  fly  ; 
The  thoughtful  Genius  of  the  lone  abode, 
And  Guardian  Spirit  of  this  folemn  wood. 
Will  fure  revenge  the  facrilegious  wrong  ; 
Reflexion's  tear  will  then  in  fecret  flow, 
And  all  the  haunted  folitude  belong 

To  Melancholy's  train, 

Who  point  the  filing  of  pain 

With  keen  remorfe,  and  oft  redoubled  woe* 
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CANZONETTA. 

BY    THE    SAME. 

SOFT  flept  the  fea  within  its  filver  bed. 
To  the  fcarce  breathing  gale 
The  filken  fail 
With  vent'rous  hands  1  fpread, 
And  faw  the  rocks,  and  pafs'd  ;  yet  felt  no  fear ; 
All  danger  diflant  feem'd,  which  was,  alas !  |oo  near. 

Love,  calm  deceiver,  feated  by  my  fide, 
His  fecret  fraud  enjoy'd, 
Too  oft  employ'd 
In  fport  my  bark  to  guide. 
We  reach'd  the  port :  the  little  pilot  fmil'd. 
Can  Love  deceive  !  I  faid  :  and  kifs'd  the  laughing  child. 

He 
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He  clapp'd  his  wings,  and  lightly  through  the  air 
Flew  from  my  longing  eyes. 
The  florms  arife, 
And  back  my  veflel  bear. 
Secure  what  port  can  haplefs  lovers  meet : 
^We  blame  the  winds  and  feas,  yet  clafp  the  dear  deceit. 


T  H  E    ROYAL    VOY  AG  E. 

BY     THE     SAME. 
I. 

HIGH  on  the  bounding  bark  the  Royal  Fair 
Mounts  o'er  the  billows  of  the  watery  way ; 
Serene  as  Cynthia  through  the  fields  of  air, 
Queen  of  the  Night  extends  her  cloudlefs  ray, 
"When  all  the  forefts  tremble  to  the  gleam, 
And  the  tranfparent  feas  reflect  the  filver  beam. 

But  fee  the  whitening  furge,  the  gathering  clouds ; 
Hark  !  the  winds  whittle  through  the  flirouds, 
They  bow  the  maft,  they  rend  the  fail. 
The  fea-worn  mariner  is  pale, 
And  viewsthe  blackening  ilorm,  andhears  th'increafinggale. 
But  not,  O  Royal  Maid, 
Let  Fear  thy  breafi:  invade  : 
Know,  happy  Fair  !  approv'd  by  heaven. 
To  thee  the  empire  of  the  Main  is  given, 

In 
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In  vain  loud  winds  the  deep  deform, 

Love  fhall  triumphant  ride  the  llorm. 
Peace !  every  roaring  child  of  troubled  air : 
Unmov'd  the  Queen  of  fea-girt  Albion  fings : 

Her  flying  fingers  touch  the  firings  ; 

Around  their  Queen  the  trembling  train  repair : 

Her  courage  lifts  their  own  ;     ^  , 

Her  mufic  fooths  their  care. 

II. 

Happy  Queen  of  Albion's  ifle, 

On  whom  the  Loves  and  Graces  fmile : 
Halle  from  Gerraania's  plain,  and  death-devoted  fliore, 

Soon  thy  weary  Heps  fhall  try 

A  happier  land,  a  milder  fky, 
Where  no  din  of  arms  fliall  roar, 
I^or  winds,  nor  fweliing  feas  afTault  thee  more. 

Thus,  'midfl  the  florms  which  blow 

0*er  Thracian  hills  of  fnow, 
Orpheus  tun'd  the  golden  lyre, 

And  faw  the  beafts  of  death  retire. 
Thus,  fearlefs  of  the  night  and  watery  grave, 
Leander's  bofom  met  the  wave, 
While  Love  before  him  flew  his  way  to  guide, 

And  through  the  foaming  tide 
Gave  to  his  nervous  arm  redoubled  power, 
While  Hymen  fliook  the  torch  bright  on  the  diftant  tower. 
Hail !  happy  fires  of  mutual  love,  unknown 
To  purchas'd  dftlliance  and  tumultuous  joy  j 

True 
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True  Pleafure  fits  on  Virtue's  awful  throne  j 

There  all  the  Loves  their  golden  fliafts  employ  : 

Mild  and  unclouded  the  eternal  flame, 

Reward  of  virtuous  Love,  and  Heaven's  beft  blefilng  cams, 

in. 

Swift  the  wing'd  Hours  fliall  urge  their  Healing  way, 

Nor  oft  the  waning  moon  fliall  know  decay 

!Ere  a  new  race  fliall  rife  of  fcepter'd  kings. 

From  thee,  Strelilian  Fair,  the  future  hero  fprings. 

See,  the  long  lines  of  royal  youths  extend, 

To  Britain's  throne  new  fubjeds  bend  ; 

Where'er  her  glittering  flandards  rife, 

In  other  feas,  in  other  (kies, 

Shall  fpread  the  godlike  fame  of  mildefl  yi^lorjes, 
Aufpicious  youths  be  born ! 
Arife  !  O  hafle  !  your  native  foil  adorn  J 
Not  valorous  arms  alone 

Shall  guard  the  regal  throne  ; 

But  fliining  arts,  and  holy  laws. 
And  ancient  Freedom's  well-defended  caufe, 
^hall  lift  fecure  your  praife  fublime 

Through  all  the  radiant  paths  of  time, 
On  Dorubernian  cliffs  the  Mufe  hath  told, 

Prophetic  child  of  Druids  old, 
Whereon  flie  fits,  and  hears  from  either  pole 
In  ever)'  wind  viftorious  thunders  roll. 


O'D  IB, 
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ODE        ON        DEATH. 

WRITTEN     IN     FRENCH     BY     HIS     MAJESTY     THE    KING 

OF    PRUSSIA. 

TRANSLATED    BY    THE    SAME. 


w, 


HAT  does  the  fad  prefaging  mean  ? 
Few  days,  few  years,  perhaps  few  moments  urge 

My  footfleps  to  the  dreary  verge, 
Where  fate  the  curtain  drops  to  clofe  the  feene  : 
Then  farewell  I  Life  and  Light  I  and  thou  bleft  Sun  ferenc. 

Earth,  o'er  me  roll  thy  mighty  bed  ; 
The  world  recedes ;  I  view  the  grave  profound  : 

Of  life  I  touch  the  utmoft  bound  ; 
And  rufli  to  mix  a  vi6lim  with  the  dead, 
WhereFate  embraces  all,  and  none  can  backward  tread. 

While  yet  I  wake  or  fleep,  there  ftand 
Ten  thoufand  Deaths  in  arms ;  before,  behind, 

They  prefs  me  round ;  and  every  wind 
Wafts  the  contagio©  from  each  diitant  land,  ^ 
And  all  the  Elements  confpire  lo  arm  the  dreadful  band ; 
4  Within 
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Within,  without,  above,  below, 
By  turns  they  fink,  or  rend  my  feeble  frame, 

Now  chill,  now  urge  the  vital  flame, 
Till  Nature's  tortur'd  ftream  forgets  to  flow, 
And  Art  itfelf  but  proves  a  ftill  more  dangerous  foe. 

Dull  to  its  Dull  will  foon  return 
This  mortal  part,  proud  Tyrant  of  the  Mind, 

Nor  leave  of  all  its  pomp  behind. 
But  horrid  leflbns  human  Pride  fhould  learn, 
Foul  Worms,  and  Blood,  and  Stench  that  fill  the  Royal  Ura. 

Recede,  ye  bafe  and'^fervile  train, 
I  cannot  be  the  mighty  thing  ye  fay  ; 
The  wretched  obje£l  of  a  day. 
Which  flatter'd  Fancy  would  exalt  in  vain, 
I  know  what  I  muftbe,  and  what  I  am  difdain. 

But,  warm'd  with  Heaven's  eternal  flame, 
Shall  that  which  lives,  which  thinks,  the  Mind 
Be  fleeting  as  the  empty  wind  ? 
Or  fay,  can  Death  its  aftive  efforts  tame, 
O  God,  who  firft  infpir'd  this  animated  frame  ? 

No  :  for  the  Mind  above  the  grave 

Unfetter'd  fprings,  and  fearching  Nature's  flores 

It  knows  itfelf,  and  Thee  adores. 
Secure,  O  God,  whofe  word  its  being  gave. 
That  what  created  firft  ha?  certain  power  to  favc ; 

While 


(    30    ) 

While  this  of  Death  difpels  the  cloud, 
Can  fenfual  joy  life's  narrow  view  confine  ? 

True  Vk'tiie  feels  the  hope  divine 
Of  blifs  fincere  :  not  fo  the  guilty  croud  ; 
Thy  arm  for  ever  blalls  the  wicked  and  the  proud^ 

Great  God  !  and  is  eternal  pain 
Or  joy  of  Heaven  referv'd  for  me  in  ftore? 

Thy  breath  but  wafts  to  either  fliore  : 
Scarce  can  the  tortur'd  mind  the  thought  fuftainj 
.  I  fly  forbidden  joys,  the  lenfual,  and  the  vain. 

Yet  faft  to  earth  is  Nature  bound  : 
Back  on  its  wonted  objeds  turns  the  Mindy 

And  lags  the  flave  of  life  behind  : 
While  Realon's  efforts  are  too  painful  found 
To  rend  the  rooted  oak  that  loves  its  native  ground,- 

Gbjefts  of  every  jealous  eye,' 
Ye  dreams  of  mortal  good,  that  fwift  decay, 

How  do  ye  Hop  my  deftin'd  way, 
And  fore©  me  back  the  paths  of  lenfe  to  try  ? 
Ye  point  the  lling  of  Deathj-  and  more  than  once  I  die. 

Scenes  of  aiftoniflament !  the  world  how  blind  ! 
Is  Death  depriv'd  of  all  his  mighty  power  ? 

Do  none  expert  the  fatal  hour  ? 
Is  there  a  wifli  to  Nature's  bounds  coniin'd  ?        ' 
Is  there  a  fcheme  forgot,  or  toil  for  this  relign'd  ? 


Se« 
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See  Mortals  ftill  acquire,  aflume, 
As  if  more  vigilant  they  Death  could  fliun, 

To  honours  fly,  to  combats  run, 
And  he,  whofe  footfteps  tremble  o'er  the  tomb, 
Builds  up  new  plans  of  life,  and  fudden  meets  his  doomi 

Rufli  on,  ye  madding  train, 
A  thoufand  rocks,  a  thoufand  ftorms  defpi,fe. 

To  reach  the  good  ye  idolize  ; 
Go,  of  accumulated  wealth  be  vain  : 
Go,  ravage  other  worlds,  if  other  worlds  remain. 

Let  neither  law,  nor  power  divine, 
Nor  Nature's  anxious  Monitor  within 

Reprefs  each  greatly  daring  Sin  ; 
Go  :  bid  with  want  the  plunder'd  Orphan  pine. 
And  with  polluted  hands  difturb  each  facred  fliripe ;' 

Proceed  :  but  foon  your  views  are  paft ; 
Accurft,  at  once  ye  droop,  and  are  no  more  : 

Who  v,'ould  not  think,  to  fee  your  ftore, 
That  all  the  projects  your  Ambition  caft 
Beyond  the  grave  were  ftretch'd,  and  would  for  ever  lail  ? 

Ye  mighty  Leaders,  mighty  Kings, 
With  flames,  and  blood,  whofe  battles  mark  your  way  j 

Do  Monarchs  hope  eternal  fway  ? 
In  vain  each  diftant  clime  its  tribute  brings ; 
Sprung  from  the  dullj  ye  mix  with  long- forgotten  things. 
z  Himfeff 
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Himfelf  the  Vi^Vor  cannot  fave ; 
If  but  to  die  is  yours,  how  fliort  is  Glor^/'s  fum  ? 

In  vain  ye  fought  and  overcome, 
Nor  aught  avail  the  fpoils  Ambition  gave, 
To  hang  with  conquer'd  crowns  the  putrid  Monarch's  grave* 

On  Nature's  theatre  difplay'd 
All  is  the  fport  of  Death  ;  the  change  I  fear ; 

New  objefts  rife,  then  difappear ; 
Around  my  brows  the  cyprefs  cads  a  fhade ; 
I  fcorn  the  fweets  of  life,  and  all  its  rofes  fade* 

Yet  'midfl;  this  fage,  but  painful  lore, 
While  awful  truths  their  faered  light  reveal, 

What  means  this  latent  wilh  I  feel ! 
Is  then  my  bofom's  Lord  itfelf  no  more  ? 
Wretch !  that  1  drag  new  chains  more  ponderous  than  Before. 

Rules  then  the  mind,  this  Lord  fupreme  ? 
Which  every  weak  and  vain  allurement  draws 

ToPleafure's  throne,  and  tyrant  laws. 
Quick  wc  return  in  life  from  what  we  feem 
To  what  we  are,  and  wake  from  calm  Reflexion's  dream. 

As  wandering  Fancy  leads  we  go ; 
By  turns  we  reafon,  or  fubmit  to  fenfe, 

And  incoherent  parts  commence 
That  fill  the  ftage  of  Folly,  Shame,  and  Woe ; 
Nor  from  the  hook  efcap'd  again  the  bait  we  know. 

Voltaire, 
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Voltaire,  in  this  eternal  round 
How  fwift  our  aftive  fpirts  urge  their  way ! 

By  both  extremes  deceiv'd  we  flray. 
Now  caught  by  fenfe,  now  loft  in  thought  profound^ 
And  in  the  mutual  change  our  happinefs  is  found. 


INSCRIPTION  UPON  A  MONUMENT, 


iY     THE     SAME* 

HOW  foon  with  nimble  wirtgs  our  pleafures  hafte, 
And  clouds  involve  the  funfhine  of  the  day ! 
The  wintery  ftorms  howl  o'er  the  dreary  wafte, 
And  faireft  things  tend  fwifteft  to  decay* 

In  dark  oblivion  all  our  glory  ends  j 

This  morn  we  flourifli,  and  the  next  we  fade. 

Time  lifts  his  fvveeping  fcythe :  the  pile  defcends 
Where  vain  Ambition  all  her  toils  dilplay'dj 

,  The  work  of  nations^  and  the  pomp  of  power 

Sink  :  the  once  lofty  fpire,  the  dome's  proud  ftate  s 

The  duft  receives  them  at  the  deftin'd  hour, 
And  mighty  kingdoms  feel  the  force  of  Fate. 

Vol.  IV.  D  FaD^ 
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Fall,  vain  Ambition's  pile,  and  lofty  fpires, 

But  fpare,  ftern  Fate,  the  youthful  and  the  gay ; 

Soft  pity  fure  fuch  innocence  requires ; 

And  fo  much  beauty  well  might  Death  delay. 

TO  A  LADY  SITTING  FOR  HER  PICTURE. 

BYTMESAMEi 

THE  weary  look,  defponding  air, 
111  fuits,  my  dear,  a  face  fo  fair  f 
Refumeyour  fmiles  ;  again  fupply 
The  Graces  caught  by  Fancy's  eye. 
While  Wilfon  Iketches  out  the  piece, 
We'll  talk,  to  pafs  the  time,  of  Greece ) 
Of  Greece,  as  you  have  often  heard, 
For  warriors,  and  for  wits  rever'd  ; 
The  feat  of  Learning,  and  the  Graces^ 
Fam'd  for  fine  arts,  but  finer  faces ; 
Where  Painters,  Poets,  not  as  fince. 
Were  greater  held  than  any  Prince  ; 
In  temples,  palaces  careft. 
None  more  the  ladies  fmiles  pofleff  f 
Tor  they  were  rich  as  well  as  clever. 
And  riches  were  fuccefsful  ever ; 
Priefts,  Senates,  Nations,  Kings  defir'd 
The  works  their  heaven- taught  art  infpii'd. 

And 
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Arid  if  a  pencil  chanc'd  to  drop, 

An  Alexander  pick'd  it  up ; 

Beauties  would  run  to  be  fketch'd  over ; 

The  haughty  Prince,  though  much  a  lover. 

Once  for  the  copy,  payment  fmall, 

Refign'd  up  the  original, 

The  fair  Campafpe's  matchlefs  charms. 

More  conquering  than  the  Monarch's  arms. 

To  one  Apelles ;  one  who  drew 

The  Queen  of  Love,  as  Wilfon  you. 

Each  lovely  maid,  of  Greece  the  toall, 
Such  as  our  Britifli  ifle  can  boaft, 
In  all  their  native  beauty  gay, 
As  Hebe  young,  and  fvveet  as  May, 
Before  him  fate  :  from  one  he  chofe 
The  eye  which  Love  half  feem'd  to  clofe '; 
This  lent  a  face  divinely  fair, 
A  mild  and  yet  majeilic  air  : 
That  gave  what  art  in  vain  would  feek, 
The  fpirits  mantling  in  the  cheek. 
And  lips  that  foftnefs  feem'd  to  fpeak. 
Thus,  from  their  various  charms  combin'd, 
One  perfeft  Whole  impreft  his  mind  j 
3ut  had  Apelles  painted  now. 
He  iTUght,  my  dear,  have  copied  you, 
And,  as  in  truth  I  think  was  done, 
He  would  have  from  the  pi<5hire  run, 
And  left  the  Venus  but  begun, 

Pa  'To 
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To  facrlfice  the  pride  of  art 

To  the  bright  Goddefs  of  his  heart, 

And  given  up  an  immortal  claim, 

For  beauty's  prize,  the  prize  of  fame  \ 

•^•^'^'^^/"^^•^'^'^^^•^'^'^'^'^^'^•^'^•^•^ 
ELEGY. 

©N    THE    DEATH    OF    A   YOUNG    LADY'». 
BY      THE      SAME. 

YES,  it  is  paft ;  the  fatal  flroke  is  given. 
Our  pioxis  forrows  own  the  hand  of  heaven. 
How  fliort  our  joys  !  incumber'd  life  how  vain  ! 
Still  vex'd  with  evil's  never-ceafing  train  ; 
While  roll  the  hours  which  lead  each  fleeting  year, 
Each  alks  a  figh,  and  each  demands  a  tear. 
O'er  pleafing  fcenes  the  mind  with  rapture  roves, 
Grafps  in  idea  all  its  hopes  or  loves : 
Snatch'd  from  its  view  the  pleafmg  fcenes  decay, 
And  the  fair  vilion  melts  in  fliades  away. 

*  Alluding  to  the  Greek  Painters  exhibiting  their  piftures  at  the 
Olympic  games, 

*  This  young  lady  was  Mifs  Mary  Dod,  eklcft  daughter  of  Dr. 
j?lerce  Dod,  M.  D.  She  died  of  a  malignant  foie  throat,  at  a  time 
when  it  was  remarkably  fatal  to  many  families  in  this  kingdom^  and 
Ifsrticularly  to  the  Pelhaoi  family. 

Of 
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Ot'yomb,  of  beauty,  and  of  wit  the  boafl-, 
O  lov'd  for  ever,  and  too  early  loft, 
Sweet  maid,  for  thee  now  mingling  with  the  dead,  , 
Her  facred  griefs  the  tuneful  Mufe  lliall  flied  ; 
The  foft  remembrance  of  thy  charms  to  fave 
She  plants  with  all  her  bays  thy  hallow'd  grave. 

Ye  too,  companions  of  her  happier  days. 
Heirs  of  her  charms,  and  rivals  of  her  praile. 
Amid  the  circles  of  the  young  and  gay 
Your  years  unheeded  urge  their  flealing  way, 
While,  mixt  with  Pleafure's  ever-fmiling  train^ 
Ye  know  no  forrows,  and  ye  feel  no  pain ; 
Yet,  when  no  more  the  pulfe  tumultuous  beats, 
Nor  the  pleas'd  fenfe  each  flattering  tale  repeats, 
Let  calm  refleftion  the  fad  moral  teach, 
That  blifs  below  evades  our  eager  reach  ; 
That  virtue  onlv  o-rants  the  real  charm. 
Gives  wit  to  win,  and  beauty  power  to  warm; 
And  though,  li1<e  hers  whofe  recent  fate  we  mourn, 
And  afk  your  pity  for  a  fifter's  urn, 
Your  beauties  fliine  in  all  their  bloom  confeft, 
'Mid  gazing  flaves  contending  to  be  bleft, 
Yet  think  like  hers  may  foon  thefe  beauties  fade  ; 
Jjike  hers  your  glories  in  the  duft  be  laid.  ] 
Time's  hardy  fteps  in  filence  fwift  advance, 
Pim  the  bright  ray  that  darts  the  fiery  glance. 
And  Age,  dread  herald  of  Death's  awful  reign, 
Plafls  every  grace,  and  freezes  every  vein, 

D  3  When 
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tVhen  with  a  mother's  joy,  a  mother's  fear, 
The  thoughtful  parent  dropt  a  filent  tear, 
Gaz'd  on  her  child,  and  faw  new  beautie^  rife. 
Glow  in  her  cheeks,  and  fparkle  in  her  eyes, 
In  expeftation  plann'd  each  hope  of  Ufe, 
The  fifter,  daughter,  mother,  friend,  and  wife  f 
Ah!  fleeting  joys !  how  foon  thole  hopes  were  o'er! 
We  doom'd  to  mourn,  and  flie  to  charm  no  more. 
The  waning  moon  fliall  fill  her  walled  horn. 
And  Nature's  radiance  gild  the  orient  morn, 
The  fmiling  fpring  with  charms  renew'd  appear. 
The  lleeping  bloflbms  hafie  to  deck  the  year^ 
But  bloom  no  more  this  fair  departed  flower. 
Nor  wak'd  by  genial  fun,  nor  vernal  fliower. 

How  vain,  alas !  was  all  thy  father's  art, 
Vain  were  the  fighs  which  fwell'd  thy  mother's  heart. 
Again  I  fee  thee  jull  expiring  lie, 
Pale  thy  cold  lip,  half  clos'd  thy  languid  eye, 
Thy  guardian  Innocence  befide  thee  (lands. 
And  patient  Faith  uplifts  her  holy  hands, 
Teach  thee  with  fmiles  to  meet  the  llroke  of  Death, 
Calm  all  thy  pangs,  and  eafe  thy  ftruggling  breath. 
Refign'd,  dear  maid,  to  earth's  maternal  breaft, 
May  filler  Seraphs  chaunt  thy  foul  to  reft  ! 
There  fliall  the  conilant  Amaranthus  bloom, 
And  wings  of  Zephyrs  flied  the  morn's  perfume. 
O'er  thy  fad  hearic,  fair  emblems  of  the  dead, 
By  virgin  hands  are  dying  lilies  flied. 


Tke 
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The  weeping  Graces  fhall  thy  tomb  furround  ; 
The  Loves  with  broken  darts  Ihall  ftrew  the  ground  j 
In  vain  for  thee  they  wak'd  the  fond  defires, 
Wove  myrtle  wreaths,  and  fann'd  their  purer  fires. 
The  youthful  God,  who  joins  the  nuptial  bands, 
In  vain  expefting,  near  his  altar  flands ; 
Fate  fpread  the  cloud :  his  torch  extinct,  he  flies. 
And  veils  with  fafFron  robe  his  flreaming  eyes. 

Yet  O,  while  crown'd  with  never-fading  flowers, 
Thy  fpirit  wanders  through  Elyfian  bowers. 
If  plaintive  founds  of  mortal  grief  below 
Reach  the  bleft  feats,  and  waft  our  tender  woe, 
Hear,  happy  (hade ;  while  thus  her  mortal  lays 
This  monument  of  foft  afFedtion  raife. 
By  gentle -ties  of  kindred  birth  ally'd, 
The  Mufe,  that  fports  on  Camus'  willpw'd  fide, 
In  Memory's  lofty  dome  infcribes  thy  name, 
And  with  thy  beauties  ilrives  to  mix  her  fame. 


I)  4  THE 
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THE        ACAPEMip. 

WRITTEN     APRIL    M.DCC.LVa. 
E  Y      T  H  E      S  A  M  E. 
I. 

WHILE  filenf  flreams  the  mofs -grown  turrets  lavPj 
Cain,  on  thy  banks  with  penfive  Heps  I  tread  j 
The  dipping  ofiers  kifs  thy  paffing  wave, 
And  evening  Ihadows  o'er  the  plains  are  fpread. 

From  reftlefs  eye  of  painful  Care, 

To  thy  fecluded  grot  I  fly, 
Where  Fancy's  fweeteil;  forms  repair. 

To  footh  her  darling  Poefy  j 

Reclin'd  the  lovely  Vifionary  lies 
In  yonder  vale  and  laurel-velied  bower  j 

Where  the  gay  turf  is  deck'd  with  various  dyes, 
And  breathes  the  mingling  fcents  of  every  flower  ; 

»  At  the  time  of  tl?e  eftablilhmcnt  of  Claflical  Prizes,  and  building 
the  new  public  Library. 

While 
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^^i^iie  holy  dreams  prolong  her  calm  repofe, 
Her  pipe  is  calt  the  whifpering  reeds  among  5 
High  on  the  boughs  her  waving  harp  is  hung, 

Murmuring  to  every  wind  that  o'er  it  blows, 

II. 

Oft'  have  I  feen  her  bathe  at  dewy  morn 

Her  wanton  bofom  in  thy  filver  fpring, 
And,  while  her  hands  her  flowing  locks  adori^ 

With  buiy  elegance,  have  heard  her  fing. 

But  fay  what  long  recorded  theme, 

Through  all  the  lofty  tale  of  time. 
More  worthy  can  the  Goddefs  deem 

Of  founding  chords,  and  fong  fublime, 

Than,  whofe  parental  hand  to  vigour  bred 
Each  infant  art,  the  Noble  and  the  Wife  ; 

Whofe  bounty  gave  yon'  arching  fhades  to  fpread, 
Yon'  pointed  fpires  in  holy  pomp  to  rife  ? 

Shall  War  alone  loud-echoing  numbers  claim, 
And  fliall  the  deeds  of  fmiiing  Peace  be  drovvn'd, 
Amid  the  Hero's  fhouts  and  trumpet's  found  ? 

Thefe  too  fliall  flouriflu  in  immortal  fame. 

III. 

Whence  Science  fled  from  Latium's  polifli'd  coafts 
And  Grecian  groves,  her  long  and  lov'd  abode, 

par  from  the  din  of  fierce  conflifting  hofts, 

fhrough  barbarous  realms  the  weary  wanderer  trod ; 

But 
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Bxit  to  what  more  indulgent  iky. 

To  what  more  hofpitable  fhade, 
Cbuld  trembling,  bleeding,  fainting,  fly 

The  helplefs  and  devoted  Maid  f 

Time-honour'd  Founders  !  ye  the  virgin  woo'd  ! 

'Twas  yours,  with  louls  to  native  grandeur  bom. 
To  bid  her  radiant  beauties  {bine  renew'd, 

With  wealth  to  heap,  with  honours  to  adorn. 

In  Granta's  happier  paths  (lie  wept  no  more ; 

Heal'd  were  the  wounds  that  fcarr'd  her  gentle  breafl ; 

Here  ftill  flie  fmiles  with  Freedom's  fons  to  reil:, 
Kor  mourns  her  Attic  towers,  nor  Tufcan  fltore. 

rv. 

Fathers  of  Genius !  whom  the  Mufe  adores. 
For  fure  to  you  her  ncbleft  ilrains  belong. 

Beneath  whofe  venerable  roofs  fhe  pours 
The  grateful  notes  of  fweetly  flowing  foHg, 

Th'  increafe  of  fwift  revolving  years 
With  conicious  pride  exulting  view  ; 

How  all  ye  plann'd  complete  appears  ; 
How  all  your  Virtues  bloom  anew  : 

The  generous  zeal  which  erlV  ye  felt  remains. 
Its  bounteous  beams  ftill  ardent  to  difpenfe ; 

Whilll  unexhaufled  to  your  learned  plains 
Rolls  the  rich  llream  of  wide  munificence. 

Joy 
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Joy  to  your  fhades !  the  great  career  is  run, 
Referv'd  by  Fate  for  fome  fuperior  hand, 
Confell,  the  Jafl,  th'  aufpicious  work  fiiall  ftand. 

And  Statefman,  Monarch  end  what  ye  began. 

V. 

Ye  too,  once  inmates  of  thefe  walls  renown'd, 
Whofe  fpirits,  mingling  with  th'  ethereal  ray. 

Of  univerfal  Nature  trac'd  the  bound, 
Or  rais'd  in  majelty  of  thought  the  lay; 

See  your  lov'd  Arts,  this  clime  to  grace, 

Their  rival  radiance  brighter  flied, 
While  Holies  fmilcs  the  wreath  to  place- 

Upon  the  youthful  vi6lor's  head. 

Where  Spenfer  fits  among  your  thrones  fublimc. 

To  the  foft  mufic  of  his  mournful  lays 
Liilening  ye  weep  for  his  ungrateful  time. 

And  point  the  better  hope  of  happier  days. 

If  with  the  dead  dilhonour's  memory  dies, 

Forget,  much  injur'dName,  th'  unworthy  woe; 

In  ftrains  like  thine  fo  may  our  accents  flow. 
In  nobler  numbers  yon'  fair  domes  arife. 

VI. 
Wh^  Faction's  ftorms,  or  fome  fell  Tyrant's  hate, 

Alts  ioin'd  with  Freedom  to  one  grave  Ihall  doom, 
Xhen  though  thefe  ftruAures  to  the  han^  of  Fate 

Bend  their  proud  height,  like  tliine,  imperial  Rome^^ 

Know, 
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Know,  vainly,  Time,  thy  rapid  rage 
Shall  point  its  wide  deftroying  aim, 

Since  what  defies  the  force  of  age 
Thus  conlecrates  the  pile  to  Fame ; 

Some  future  eye  the  riiin'd  heap  fliall  trace. 
The  name  of  Holies  on  the  flone  behold, 

Shall  point  a  Bnmfwick  to  a  diftant  race, 
Benign,  and  awful  on  the  fwelling  gold  ; 

Th'  hiftoric  page,  the  poet's  tuneful  toil. 

With  thefe  compar'd,  their  mutual  aid  fliall  raifc 
To  build  the  records  of  eternal  praife, 

And  deck  with  endlefs  wreaths  their  honoured  foil. 

VII. 

Sweeter  than  warbled  founds  that  win  the  fenfe 
Flows  the  glad  mufic  of  a  grateful  heart. 

Beyond  the  pomp  of  wordy  Eloquence, 

Or  ftrains  ioo  cold,  high-wrought  with  labour'd  art. 

Though  weakly  founds  the  jarring  ftring; 

Though  vainly  would  the  Alule  explore 
The  heights  to  which  with  eagle'  wing 

Alone  can  heaven-aught  Genius  foar  j 

Yet  fliall  her  hand  ingenious  flrive  to  twine 
The  blooming  chaplet  for  her  Leader's  brow  ; 

While,  with  new  verdure  grac'd,  in  Glory's  flirine, 
The  ampler  Palms  of  civic  Honours  grow  j 

When 
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When  he,  thefe  favour'd  Ihades  appears  to  blefs, 
Whofe  guardian  counfels  guide  a  nation's  fate. 
And  with  fuperior  toils  for  Europe's  (late 

Mixes  the  thought  of  Granta's  hapinefs. 

VIII. 

Hail,  feats  rever'd  !  where  thoughtful pleafures  dwell, 
And  hovering  Peace  extends  her  downy  wings, 

Where  nnifing  Knowledge  holds  her  humble  cell. 
And  Truth  divine  unlocks  her  fecret  fprings ; 

This  verfe  with  mild  acceptance  deign 
To  hear ;  this  vei'fe  yourfelves  infpire, 

Ere  yet  within  your  facred  fane 
The  JMufe  fufpends  her  votive  lyre. 

Thee,  Granta,  thus  with  filial  thanks  I  greet, 
With  fmiles  maternal  thou  thofe  thanks  receive, 

For  Learning's  humble  wealth,  for  Friendfliip  fweet, 
For  every  calmer  joy  thy  fcenes  could  give. 

While  thus  I  fport  upon  thy  peaceful  flrand. 
The  ftorms  of  life  at  awful  diftance  roar  ; 
And  ftill  I  dread,  ftill  lingering  on  the  fliorc, 

To  launch  my  little  bark,  and  quit  the  land. 


KIM BOLTON 
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KIMBOLTOlsr        PARK'. 

BY    THE    REV.    MR.    H 

THY  Park,  Kimbolton  I  and  furrounding  fliade. 
For  rural  love  and  contemplation  made. 
Invite  my  fong.     Ye  Sy Ivans,  haunt  your  bowers i 
Waft  round  your  fweets !  and  open  all  your  flowers  ! 

And  thou  who  fliutt'ft  not  to  the  fuppliant's  pra-yer. 
Nor  to  the  aid- imploring  voice  thine  ear, 
Do  thou,  O  Manchester  !  protect  the  fong  ; 
The  Miife's  care  does  to  the  learn'd  belong : 
Grateful  alike,  Mufe,  Subje6t,  Author,  bo\y, 
/^nd  hail  the  fource  whence  all  their  pleafures  flow. 
Thefe  plains  that  annual  pour  their  fweets  for  thee, 
(Thanks  to  thy  boimty)  yield  a  part  to  me  : 
And  Eafe,  fair  Virtue's  and  the  poet's  friend. 
Through  your  indulgence,  on  tjiy  fleps  attend. 

Impervious  to  the  fun's  mofl:  potent  ray 
Yon  lofty  elms  their  arched  heads  diiplay ; 
From  far  the  traveller  fees  their  fummit  rife, 
Scarce  half  diftiuguifli'd  from  the  neiglibouriug  flcies ; 
But  oft  furveying  as  he  onward  goes, 
Greener  and  fairer  ftill  the  objeft  grows ; 
Till  underneath  their  fliade,  at  eafe  recliu'd, 
He  leaves  the  labour  of  the  day  behind  j 

a  A  feat  bejongihg  to  his  Grace  the  Duke  of  ManchcHer;  eight 

Soft 
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Soft  breezes  cool  him  from  fiirroiuiding  boweri. 
And  Nature  bland  her  gay  profufion  pours. 

So  they  who  dauntlefs  plow  the  dangerous  main, 
(What  will  not  daring  man  attempt  for  gain  ?) 
At  early  dawn,  from  top-maft-head  efpy 
A  rifing  vapour  in  the  bordering  Iky; 
Ere  day's  mid  courfe,  that  vapour  oft  they  find 
A  royal  navy,  hovering  in  the  wind : 
Yards,  fails,  and  ftreamers  crowd  the  whifpering  air. 
And  all  the  glories  of  the  deep  appear. 

Nor  lefs  impervious  that  extended  fliade 
By  reverend  oaks,  the  growth  of  ages,  madej 
Save  where  wide  avenues  that  Hiade  divide, 
And  flievv  the  woodland  in  its  utmoft  pride. 
Here  let  the  huntfman  wind  the  echoing  horn. 
Cheer  his  fwift  fleed,  and  wake  the  rofy  mornj. 
Let  dogs  and  men  in  noify  concert  join, 
And  fportiinen  call  the  harmony  divine  : 
The  Mufe  delights  not,  fond  of  penfive  eafe, 
In  diffipation,  or  purfuits  like  thefe. 

And  thou,  fweet  Thrufli !  prolong  thy  anioroas  tale. 
Let  thy  love-burden'd  fong  delight  the  vale  ! 
No  leaden  death  1  bring,  no  toils  for  thee. 
Sing  on,  and  fo;  the  thy  feather'd  progeny. 
Come  !  peaceful  Precepts  of  the  Samian  fage, 
Unbend  the  bow,  and  curb  an  iron  age ! 
Whatever  laws  fliort-fighted  man  may  make. 
Who  cannot  give,  can  have  no  power  to  take : 
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He,  and  he  only,  who  could  life  beftow. 
May  call  his  bleffing  from  the  realms  below. 

Let  fliaf^gy  bears,  that  prowl  Mufcovia's  fliorc, 
Stain  their  fierce  claws,  or  dip  their  tongue  in  gore; 
This  does  not  equal  human  beafts  of  prey, 
What  they  for  hunger,  we  for  pleafure  (lay. 
Nor  is  this  thirft  of  blood  to  man  confin'd ; 
See  Smith  ^,  a  favage  of  the  fairer  kind  I 
Pardon  me,  you,  whofe  nobler  tears  can  flow 
For  aught  that  fufters  mifery  below ; 
Who  flirink  to  rob  the  infe6t  of  its  hour. 
Or  bruife  its-  offspring  in  the  opening  flower : 
Your  form,  your  fears,  were  by  great  Heaven  defign'd 
At  once  to  charm  and  humanize  mankind. 

When  Nature  fair  from  her  Creator  fprung, 
And  wondering  angels  hallelujahs  fung, 
The  fylvan  fcene,  blell  feat !  to  man  was  given, 
The  richell  bounty  of  indulgent  Heaven. 

To  Peace  then  facrcd  be  the  fliady  grove  ! 
Be  there  no  murmurs  heard — but  thofe  of  love  : 
Love,  fled  from  noife  and  cities,  haunts  the  glade, 
The  frilling  mountains,  and  the  fdent  fliade, 
Infpires  each  warbling  fongfter  in  the  bower, 
Ereathes  in  each  gale,  and  bloflbms  in  each  flower. 
When  every  objeft  thus  their  charms  combine, 
What  bofom  can  refill  the  power  divine  ? 

b  A  young  lady  of  tke  county  of  Novthampton,  famous  for  her 
fl-cill  in  ihooiliig.     She  15  linee  dead. 

z  Too 
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I'oo  ifeeble  that;  which  now  the  Mufe  infpires, 
And  with  her  own  admits  ftill  warmer  fires. 
Here,  here  I  felt  the  foft  infection  Hfe', 
Pant  at  the  breaft,  and  i'angiiifli  in  the  eye?, 
When  Mira  to  my  hiimble  cot  was  led, 
Love's  willing  viftim,  to  an  hufband's  bed  j 
And  now  flill  feel,  in  fmoother  channels,  run  ^, 
Thofe  ftreams  that  rapid  paffion  firft  begun  : 
Eflcem,  afFedion,  friendfliip  ne'er  decline  % 
Nor  are  her  virtues  lefs  for  being  mine. 

Let  Rome  her  fetter'd  monks  to  cells  withdraw, 
And  force  her  own  ^gainfl:  great  Nature's  law  : 
Drag  blooming  virgins  ufelefs  from  mankind,  ; 

And  give  to  lull  what  was  for  love  defign'd  : 
*Tis  mine  to  tread  on  Albion's  blifsful  flioriei 
Where  finfnl  celibacy  binds  no  more; 

Now  fultry  Phoebus  far  from  Thetis  bed 
Darts  his  fierce  rays  refiillefs  o'er  my  head. 
Slow  through  yon  walks  oft-winding  let  mc  rove. 
And  wander  deep  within  the  filent  grove ; 
Or,  irtoo  potent  there  his  beams  invade, 
b  !  let  me  tread  thofe  limfes  more  cooling  fliade  ! 
That  fliade  which  fliall  your  kind  protection  gainj 
And  Brown  himfelf  provoke  the  axe  in  vain. 

In  milder  climes,  and  bleft  with  cloudlefs  fkies^ 
Let  flender  domes  on  hills  unflielter'd  rife, 
Where  conftant  feafons  glad  the  neighbouring  plaint, 
And  Phoebus  holds,  not  Phaeton,  the  reins. 

Vol.  IV.  E  But 
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But  where  loud  waves  oft  vex  the  fea-girt  (here. 
And  fudden  tempefts,  unexpefted,  roar  ; 
Where  rough  December,  envious  of  her  power. 
From  gentle  May  oft  phicks  the  tender  flower  ; 
Where  clearell  morn  to  cloudy  noon  gives  way, 
And  ftormy  eve  excludes  the  hopeful  day ; 
Where  o'er  the  vaft  Atlantic  vapours  roll. 
Or  frozen  fogs  dark  iflue  from  the  pole ; 
There  the  firm  building  aflas  the  planter's  aid, 
**  From  ftorms  a  flielter,  and  from  heat  a  fliade." 

In  gardening  great,  th*  improvement  of  the  age, 
dipt  yews,  cut  out  in  Magogs,  quit  the  ftage ; 
Half  murder'd  hollies  meet  with  one  wound  more. 
And  clafping  ivy  leaves  the  loaded  door. 
But  yet  the  axe  may  drive  the  edge  too  far ; 
Brown,  not  with  Nature,  yet  ;vith  climes  may  war* 
Ufe  or  convenience  oft  put  in  their  claim, 
"  And  rife  to  faults  good  judges  dare  not  blame ;" 
Nor  can  true  tafte  and  elegance  refide 
Where  order  and  gradation  are  deuy'd. 

By  walls  immur'd,  or  lofl  within  a  wood. 
The  cloifter'd  manfions  of  our  fathers  ftood  : 
They  fought  protection  from  the  dog-liar's  heat. 
And  heard,  though  felt  not,  the  rude  tempeft  beat : 
But  damps  pervaded  oft  the  gloomy  hall. 
And  green-grown  mould  defac'd  the  'fcutcheon'd  walL 
Fond  of  extremes  (and  v.'ifer  furc  than  they) 
We  drive  walls,  trees,  damps,  arms,  and  all  away  i 
Yield  {lill  too  far  to  every  thing  that's  new, 
Nor  dare  to  keep  the  golden  mean  in  vicvir* 


BiK 
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iut  fee  !  the  fun  the  fteep  of  heaven  defcends, 
And  yon  kind  cloud  her  golden  curtain  lends : 
Let  me,  ye  Walks,  your  flowery  maze  purfae, 
And  on  one  plain  the  world's  whole  tribute  view. 
That  tribute.  Commerce,  which  we  owe  to  thee. 
As  thou  we  owe  to  godlike  Liberty. 
Here  fpicy  flirubs,  the  growth  of  Afric,  bloom,. 
And  ancient  Afia  breathes  her  fweet  perfume : 
Columbean  wilds  their  later  ireafures  yield, 
And  Britifli  rofes  crown  the  flowery  field* 

Author  of  Good  !  how  are  thy  bleffings  flied  ! 
On  man's,  on  thereby  man's,  much  honour'd  head! 
From  glowing  India  to  the  frozen  pole, 
Thy  Providence  fupplies,  protects  the  whole  : 
Nor  are  thy  gifts  at  random  thro^\'n  abroad, 
Or  undiflinguifli'd  cnrelefsly  beilow'd  ; 
For,  whilil  the  whole  in  general  blelTmgs  fliare, 
Each  part  partakes  thy  more  peculiar  care  : 
Yon  fpreading  fig  that  firll:  from  India  came, 
Stretch'd  broad  her  leaves  to  cool  the  fun-burnt  dame : 
Soft  cyprefs  rifes  on  the  Paphian  plain, 
To  foothe  the  grief  of  fome  forfaken  fwain  : 
In  cold  Norwegia  lofty  pines  arife, 
A  kind  prote(5lion  from  the  northern  fkies : 
And  various  realms  this  one  grand  truth  declare. 
Who  teels  th'  extremes  of  Nature,  feels  her  care  : 
Ev'n  winter  item,  and  angry  tempefts  bring 
Their  fecret  treafures  to  the  fruitful  fpriug; 
Pour  foftering  llores  into  the  weary  earth, 
And  call  more  gay  reviving  Nature  forth. 

E  2  Hail  I 


Hail,   youthful  feafon  I  healtli-reftoring  Power  ! 
That  chear'ft  the  wafte,  and  cloath'il  the  roleat  bower^ 
That  bid'fl  gay  Nature  all  her  fweets  difplay, 
And  on  benighted  nations  pom*  the  day  : 
For  thee  the  rofes  bloom,  the  violets  fpread, 
And  yellow  cowflips  rear  their  bended  head  : 
Brilk  through  the  thicket  trips  the  fpotted  fawn, 
And  fportive  lambs  bound  wanton  on  the  lawn : 
Thofe  oaks,  the  future  fovereigns  of  the  lea, 
Stretch  wide  their  boughs,  and  clothe  their  heads  for  thee, 

Bloom  frefii,  ye  facred  Guardians  of  our  ifle  I 
War's  rage  is  o'er,  and  Peace  flow  deigns  to  fmile : 
Here  fland  the  graceful  monarchs  of  the  wood, 
Nor  unprovok'd  attempt  the  fwelling  flood  : 
Remain  fecure  as  erft  when  Druids  made 
Their  fongs  divine  beneath  your  reverend  fli^de : 
But  foon  as  jarring  nations,  faithlefs  grown, 
finrich'd  with  trade  and  commerce  not  their  own. 
Shall  bafely  llrive  thofe  honours  to  obtain 
By  meancll  arts,  which  courage  fought  in  vain^ 
Then,  then  indignant  quit  the  fertile  fliorcj 
And  bid  the  deep  aifiil  your  thunder's  roar.' 

When  haplefs  England  felt  a  tyrant's  fvvay. 
And  that  fierce  tyrant  fell  to  luft  a  prey, 
Here,  fiU'd  with  grief,  an  injitr'd  princefs  '^  fletf 
From  fhort-liv'd  grandeur,  and  divided  bed  : 

*  Catharine  of  Spain,  during  the  latter  pare  of  the  time  of  the  dl- 
!  vorce,  retired  to  Kimbolton  Caftle,  where  Ihe  died  (it  is  fuppofed)  of 
grief,  for  the  cruel  trcfatmeni  Ihe  received  from  HenrjF  Vlll. 

OpprclTiori 
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Oppr.effion  fpread  her  horrors  o'er  the  plain. 
And  all  thy  fweets,  Kimbolton  I  blooin'd  in  vaiii> 

For  not  the  fragrant  breath  of  rofy  morn, 
JSJpr  tuneful  lark  on  rifing  pinions  borne, 
Nor  all  the  verdure  of  the  blooming  fpring, 
Can  to  the  broken  heart  loft  pleafure  bring. 

In  England  then  the  fons  of  Freedom  flept. 
And  drooping  Virtue  o'er  their  afties  wept  : 
In  vain  for  right  the  royal  ftranger  cry'd, 
That  right  his  flaves  enjoy'd  her  lord  deny'd : 
Yon  inmoft  grove  oft  heard  her  mournful  tale, 
Her  forrows  fpread  along  this  filent  vale  ; 
Till  Fate  in  pity  call'd  her  to  the  Ihore, 
Where  lufl  and  tyranny  opprefs  no  inore. 
Thrice  happy  change !  where  royal  virtue  griev'd. 
The  aged  and  the  orphan  are  reliev'd ; 
And  thankful  widows  crowd  the  open'd  door, 
Where  weeping  majefty  complain'd  before. 
O  Britons  !   (if  to  pagan  powers  ye  bow) 
Be  fmiling  Liberty  ador'd  by  you  I 
Where  mad  Opprefrion  waves  her  iron  wand^ 
There  Truth  and  Juftice  quit  the  wafted  land  : 
But  where  the  people  feel  a  father's  fvvay, 
(As  Rome  felt  once,  and  Britain  feels  to-day) 
There  juftice  equal  with  the  Sovereign  reigns. 
And  peace  and  plenty  glads  the  fmiling  plains. 
When  they  who  govern  with  the  govern'd  join, 
And,  without  fadign^  all  their  force  combine  j 

£3  NqC 
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Not  the  loud  cannon,  nor  the  ocean's  roar, 
That  beats  with  angry  waves  the  founding  fliorc, 
Can  criifli  contending  hoih,  or  awe  them  more. 
Thofe  laurels,  Granby  !  that  adorn  thy  brow, 
Far  from  the  muddy  fount  of  fadion  grow ; 
Fair  Union  gently  rcar'd  the  parent  tree, 
That  flrctch'd  (o  wide  her  boughs  for  Hawke  and  Theew 

And  thus  united,  fubje6i:  of  my  lays  ! 
Thy  fons,  Kimbolton  I  claim'd  the  patriot's  praife, 
Who  left  their  fields  to  guard  the  threaten'd  fliore , 
.Ere  Elliot  fought  and  Thurot  was  no  more. 
And  though  no  annals  to  their  race  fliall  tell, 
What  numbers  vanquifii'd  by  their  valour  fell ; 
The  foul  refolv'd  that  waited  firm  the  foe, 
And  in  his  bofom  brav'd  th'  impending  blow, 
Or  conquer'd  for  his  native  fields,  or  bled, 
Though  no  green  laurels  fliade  his  honour'd  head. 

But  lol  my  Mufe  I  the  humid  drops  defcend. 
And  parting  (laepherds  to  the  hamlets  tend, 
O!  quit  the  tafk  thofe  beauties  to  difplay, 
That  fairer  fpring  with  each  returning  day  !, 

So  Reynolds  thus,  prefuming  on  his  art, 
To  trace  thofe  charms,  my  Lord  I  that  win  your  heart, 
Sees  fofter  fmiles  whene'er  he  lifts  his  eye, 
That  bid  him  throw  his  baftled  pencil  by. 


RETIRE- 
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RETIREMENT.      AN      ODE. 

BY     DR.     B£ATTl£. 

SHOOK  from  the  purple  wings  of  Ev^n 
When  dews  impearl  the  grove. 
And  from  the  dark'ning  verge  of  Heaven 

Beams  the  fweet  ftar  of  Love ; 
Laid  on  a  daify-fprinkled  green, 

Befide  a  plaintive  llream, 
A  meek-ey'd  Youth  of  ferious  mien, 
Indulg'd  this  folemn  theme. 

Ye  cliffs,  in  hoary  grandeur  pil'd 

High  o'er  the  glimmering  dale ! 
Ye  groves,  along  whofe  windings  wild 

Soft  fighs  the  faddening  gale ! 
Where  oft  lone  Melanqholy  ftrays. 

By  wilder'd  Fancy  fway'd. 
What  time  the  wan  moon's  yellow  rays 

Gleam  through  the  chequer'd  fhade ! 

To  you,  ye  wafles,  whofe  artlefs  charms 

Ne'er  drew  Ambition's  eye, 
*Scap'd  a  tumultuous  world's  alarms, 
To  your  retreats  I  fly  : 

E  4  Peep 


(   ss-  ) 

E)eep  in  your  moH  fequefter'd  bower 

Let  me  my  woes  refign, 
Where  Solitude,  mild  modell  power. 

Leans  on  her  ivy'd  fnrine. 

How  fliall  I  woo  thee,  matchlefs  Fair ! 

Thy  heavenly  fmile  how  win ! 
Thy  fmile,  that  fmooths  the  brow  of  Care, 

And  liills  each  ftorm  within  ! 
O  wilt  thou  to  thy  favourite  grove 

Thine  ardent  votary  bring, 
And  blefs  his  hours,  and  bid  them  move 

Serene  on  lilent  wing  J 

Oft  let  remembrance  foothe  his  mind 

With  dreams  of  former  days, 
When  foft  on  Leiiure's  lap  reclin'd 

He  carol'd  fprightly  lays. 
Blell  days  I  when  Fancy  fmil'd  at  Care, 

When  Pleafure  toy'd  with  Truth, 
Nor  Envy  with  malignant  glare 

Had  harm'd  his-  fimple  Youth. 

Twas  then,  O  Sohtude!  to  thee 

His  early  vows  were  paid, 
From  heart  lincet-e,  and  warm  and  free,, 
^  Devoted  to  the  fliade. 


^hi. 
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Ah !  why  did  Fate  his  fleps  decoy 

In  thorny  paths  to  roam, 
jRemote  from  all  congeaial  joy  ! — 

O  take  thy  wanderer  horoe ! 

Henceforth  thy  awful  haunts  be  mine  I 

The  long-abandon'd  hill  ; 
The  hollow  cliff,  whofe  waving  pine 

O'erhangs  the  darkfome  rill  ; 
Whence  the  fcar'd  owl,  on  pinions  gfey. 

Breaks  from  the  ruftling  boughs, 
And  down  the  lone  vale  fails  a'.\  ay 

To  fliades  of  deep  repofe. 

O  while  to  thee  the  woodland  pours 
Its  wildly  warbling  fong, 

» 

And  fragrant  from  the  waile  of  flowers 
The  zephyr  breathes  along  ; 

Let  no  rude  found  invade  from  far, 
IS[o  vagrant  foot  be  nigh, 

j!\[o  ray  from  grandeur's  gilded  c^x 
Flaflv  on  the  flartled  eye* 

yet  if  fome  pilgrim,  'mid  thf  ghido, 
Thy  hallow'd  bowers  explore, 

O  guafd  from  harm  liis  hoar)  hcadj 
^nd  lillen  to  his  lore  I 


ior 
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Ym  tit  of  j6}'s  divine  ihall  tell. 

That  uean  from  earthly  woe, 
Aad  triumph  o'er  the  mighty  ipell- 

That  chains  this  heart  below. 

For  ii>e  no  more  the  path  invkes 

Anibition  loves  to  tread ; 
No  more  1  climb  thofe  toilfome  heights,^ 

By  guileful  Hope  mifled : 
Leaps  my  fond  fluttering  heart  no  more 

To  Mirth's  enlivening  ftrain  ; 
For  prefent  pleafure  foon  is  o*er, 

.And  all  the  pail  is  vain. 

^THE    TRIUMPH    OF    MELANCHOLY. 

BY    THE    SAM  E. 

MEMORY,  be  Hill!  why  throng  npon  the  thought 
Theie  fcenes  fo  deeply  flain'd  with  Sorrow's  dye  ? 
I&  there  in  all  thy  iloies  no  chearful  draught, 
To  brighten  yet  once  more  in  Fancy's  eye  ? 

Yes — from  afar  a  landfcape  feems  to  rife, 

Embellifli'd  by  the  lavifh  hand  of  Spring ;  j 

Thin  gilded  clouds  float  lightly  o'er  the  Ikies, 
And  laughing  Loves  difport  on  tlutteriug  wing. 

Hovy 
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How  blefl  the  youth  in  yondei"  valley  laid ! 

What  fmiles  in  every  confcious  feature  play ! 
While  to  the  murmurs  of  the  breezy  glade 

His  merry  pipe  attunes  the  rural  lay. 

Hail,  Innocence  !  whofe  bofom  all  ferene 
Feels  not  rs  yet  th'  internal  tempeft  roll : 

O!  ne'tr  may  Care  diftraft  that  placid  mien  ! 

Ne'er  may  the  fhades  of  Doubt  o'ervvhelm  thy  foul ! 

Vain  wifn !  for  lo,  in  gay  attire  conceal'd, 

Yonder  flie  comes  !  the  heart-enflaming  fiend  ! 

(Will  no  kind  power  the  helplefs  Uripling  fliield?) 
Swift  to  her  deftin'd  prey  fee  Paffion  bend  ! 

O  fmile  accurft,  to  hide  the  worft  defigns  I 

Now  with  blithe  eye  flie  wooes  him  to  be  bleft; 

While  round  her  arm  unfeen  a  ferpent  twines— 
And  lo,  flie  hurls  it  hiffing  at  his  breall ! 

And  inftant,  lo,  his  dizzy  eye-ball  fwims 

Ghaftly,  and  reddening  darts  a  frantic  glare  ; 

Pain  with  ilrong  grafp  diftorts  his  writhing  limbs, 
And  Fear's  cold  hand  eretts  his  frozen  hair. 

Is  this,  O  Life,  is  this  thy  boalled  prime! 

And  does  thy  fpring  no  liappier  profpeft  yield  ! 
Why  fiiould  the  fun-beam  paint  thy  glittering  clime, 

When  the  keen  mildew  dcfolates  the  field_l 
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Ho^v  r\Temor}-  pains !  let  fomc  gay  theme  beguile? 

The  inufmg  mind,  and  foothe  to  foft  dehght : 
Ye  images  of  Woe,  no  more  recoil : 

Be  Life's  pall  feenes  wrapt  in  oblivious  night. 

Kow,  when  fierce  Winter,  arni'd  with  wafleful  power, 
Heaves  fhe  wild  deep  that  thunders  from  afar  { 

How  fweet  to  fit  in  the  fequeller'd  bower. 
To  heai-,  and  but  to  hear  the  mingling  war  1 

^Ribition  here  difplays  no  gilded  toy. 

That  tempts  on  defperate  wing  the  foul  to  rife  j 

Kor  Pleafure's  paths  to  wilds  of  Woe  decoy, 

Nor  Anguifli  lurks  in  Grandeur's  proud  difguife. 

Oft  has  Contentment  chcar'd  this  long  abode 
With  the  mild  languifli  of  her  fmiling  eye  j 

Hei'e  Health  in  rofy  bloom  has  often  glow'd, 
While  loofe-rob'd  Quiet  flood  enamour'd  by, 

J.'en  the  ftorra  lulls  to.  more  profound  repofe  ; 

Tlie  ftorm  thefe  humble  walls  affails  in  vain  ; 
1'he  lluub  is  flielter'd,  when  the  whirlwind  blows. 

While  the  oak^s  mighty  ruin  llrovvs  the  plain. 

Blow  qn,  ye  winds  !  thine,  Winter,  be  the  Ikies, 
And  tois  th'  infuriate  lurge,  and  vales  lay  wafte  ;  ' 

N'itiu'c  thy  tqnporary  rage  defies  ; 
To  her  relief  the  genilcr  Seafons  halle. 

Thrcn'4 
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ThronM  in  her  emerald  car,  fee  Spring  appear  ! 

(As  Fancy  U'ills  the  landfcape  Harts  to  view) 
Her  emerald  car  the  youthful  zephyrs  bear, 

Fanning  her  bofom  with  their  pinions  bhie. 

Around  the  jocund  Hours  are  fluttering  feen. 

And  lo,  her  rod  the  rofe-lipp'd  Power  extends ! 
And  lo,  the  lawns  are  deck'd  in  living  green, 

And  Beauty's  bright-ey'd  train  from  Heaven  defeends  !- 

Hafte,  happy  days,  and  make  all  Nature  glad- 
But  will  all  Nature  joy  at  your  return  ? 

O  can  ye  cheer  pale  Sicknefs'  gloomy  bed, 
Or  dry  the  tears  that  bathe  th'  untimely  urn  ? 

Will  ye  one  tranfient  ray  of  gladnefs  dart, 

Where  gfdaris  the  dungeon  to  the  captive's  wail  ?  ] 

To  eafe  tir'd  Difappointment's  bleeding  heart, 
W^ill  all  your  ftores  of  foftening  balm  avail  ?• 

When  flern  Oppreffion,  in  his  hatpy  fangs, 

Fro?h  Want's  weak  grafp  the  laft  fad  morfel  bears^ 

Can  ye  allay  the  dying  parent's  pangs, 
Whofe  infant  craves  relief  with  fruitlefs  tears  ? 

For  ah!  thy  reign,  Oppreflion,  is  not  paft. 

Who  from  the  fliivering  limbs  the  veftment  rends? 
Who  lays  the  once  rejoicing  village  v/afte, 

Burfting  the  ties  of  lovers  and  of  friends  ? 
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But  hope  not,  Mufe,  vain-glorious  as  thou  aff, 
With  the  weak  impulfe  of  thy  humble  ftrain, 

Hope  not  to  foften  Pride's  obdurate  heart, 

When  Erroll's  bright  example  fliines  in  vain. 

Then  ceafe  the  theme.    Turn,  Fancy,  turn  thine  eye, 
Thy  weeping  eye,  nor  further  urge  thy  flight  j 

Thy  haunts,  alas !  no  gleams  of  joy  fupply, 
Or  tranlient  gleams  that  fiafli  in  fmking  night. 

Yet  fain  the  mind  its  anguifii  would  forego, 

Spread  then,  hiftoric  Mufe,  thy  pictur'd  fcroll; 

3id  thy  great  fcenes  in  all  their  fplendor  glow, 
And  roufe  to  thought  fublimc  th'  exulting  fouU 

What  mingling  pomps  rufli  on  th'  enraptur'd  gaze ! 

Lo,  where  the  gallant  navy  rides  the  deep  ! 
Here  glittering  towns  their  fpiry  turrets  raife, 

There  bulwarks  overhang  the  fliaggy  fleep. 

Briflling  with  fpears,  and  bright  with  burnlfh'd  Hiield^ 
Th'  embattled  legions  flretch  their  long  array  ; 

Difcord's  red  torch,  as  fierce  flie  fcours  the  fields, 
With  bloody  tindure  flains  the  face  of  day. 

And  now  the  hofts  in  filence  wait  the  fign : 
Keen  are  their  looks  whom  Liberty  infpires : 

Quick  as  the  Goddefs  darts  along  the  line, 
Each  breait  impatient  burns  with  nobie  fires. 

Her 
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Her  form  how  graceful !  in  her  lofty  itiicn 

The  fmiles  of  Love  ilern  VVifiiom's  frown  controul » 

Her  feariefs  eye,  determin'd,  though  ferene. 

Speaks  the  great  purpofe,  aad  th*  unconquerM  fouL 

Mark,  where  Ambition  kads  the  adverfe  band. 
Each  feature  fierce  and  haggard^  as  with  pain  ! 

With  menace  loud  he  cries,  while  from  his  hand 
He  vainly  ftrives  to  wipe  the  crimfon  llain. 

Lo,  at  his  call,  impetuoois  as  the  ftorms. 

Headlong  to  deeds  of  death  the  hofts  are  driven ; 

Hatred  to  raadnefs  wrought  each  face  deforms. 

Mounts  the  black  whirlwind,  and  involves  the  heaven. 

Now,  Virtue,  now  thy  powerful  fuocour  knd. 
Shield  them  for  Liberty  who  dare  to  die— 

Ah !  Liberty,  will  none  thy  caufe  befriend  ! 
Are  thofe  thy  fons,  thy  generous  fons,  that  fiy ! 

Not  Virtue^s  felf,  when  Heaven  Its  aid  denies. 

Can  brace  the  loofen'd  ner\'es,  or  warm  the  heart; 

Kot  Virtue's  felf  can  ftill  the  burfls  of  fis:hs. 
When  feiiers  in  the  foul  Misfortune's  dart. 

See,  where  by  Terror  and  Defpalr  difmay'd 
The  fcattering  legions  pour  along  the  plain ! 

Anibition's  car,  in  bloody  fpoils  array'd, 
H«ws  its  broad  way,  as  Vengeance  g\ndes  the  x«iTJ. 
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But  \Vho  is  he,  that,  by  yon  lonely  brook  % 
With  woods  o'erhung,  and  precipices  rude. 

Lies  all  ahandon'd,  yet  with  dauntlefs  look 

Sees  ftreaming  from  his  breaft  the  purple  flood  ? 

Ah;  Brutus !  ever  thine  be  Virtue's  tear ! 

Lo,  his  dim  eyes  to  Liberty  he  turns, 
As  fcarce  fupported  on  her  broken  fpear 

O'er  her  expiring  Ion  the  Goddefs  mourns, 

Loofe  to  the  wind  her  azure  mantle  flies. 

From  her  diflierveU'd  locks  flie  rends  the  plum(^  ; 

No  luftre  lightens  in  hei"  weef)ing  eyes, 

And  on  her  tear-itain'd  cheek  no  roles  blobm. 

IMean-wHIle  the  world,  Ambition,  owns  thy  fway, 
Fame's  loudeft  trumpet  labours  with  thy  name  j 

For  thee,  the  Mufe  awakes  her  Iweeteft  lay  ; 
And  Flattery  bids  for  thee  her  altars  flame. 

Nor  in  life's  lofty  builling  fphere  alone, 

The  fphere  where  monarchs  and  where  heroes  toil^ 

Sink  Virtue's  fons  beneath  Misfortune's  frown, 

Whilfe  Guilt's  thriil'd  bofom  leaps  at  Pleafure's  fmile. 

Full  oft  where  Solitude  and  Silence  dwelt, 

Far,  far  remote  amid  the  lowly  plain, 
Kefounds  the  voice  of  Woe  from  Virtue's  cell, 

Such  is  Man's  doom  ;  and  Pit}-  weeps  in  vain. 

»  Such,  according  to  Platarch,  was  ihi  ftene  of  Erutiii's  3eath. 
7  Stili 
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Still  Grief  recoils — How  vainly  have  I  fl:rov« 
Thy  power,  O  Melancholy,  to  withftand  i 

Tir'd,  I  fubmit ;  but  yet,  O  yfet  remove. 
Or  eafe  the  prelTure  of  thy  heavy  hand  ! 

Yet  for  a  while  let  the  bewilder'd  foul 

Find  in  fociety  relief  frorti  woe  j 
O  yield  a  while  to  Friendfliip's  foft  controul ! 

Some  refpite,  Friendfliip,  wilt  thou  not  bellow  ! 

Come  then,  Philander,  whofe  exalted  mind 

Looks  down  from  far  on  all  that  charms  the  great ; 

For  thou  canft  bear,  unfhaken  and  refign'dj 

The  brighteft  fmiles,  the  blackefl:  frowns  of  Fate. 

Come  thou,  whofe  love  unlimited,  fincere. 
Nor  Fafliori  coolsj  nor  Injury  deltroys ; 

Who  lend'fl  to  Mifery's  moan  a  pitying  ear^ 
And  feerft  with  ecflafy  another's  joys : 

Who  know'ft  man's  frailty^  With  a  favouring  eye. 
And  melting  heart,  behold'll  a  brother's  fall ! 

Who,  uneriflav'd  by  Faftiion's  narrow  tye^ 
With  manly  freedom  follow'll  Nature's  call* 

« 

And  bring  thy  Delia,  fvveetly-fmiling  fair, 

Whofe  fpotlefs  foul  no  rankling  thoughts  deform ; 

Her  gentle  accents  calm  each  throbbing  care, 
And  harmonize  the  thunder  of  the  ftorm. 

Vol.  IV.  F  Thcugh 
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Though  bleft  with  wifdom>  and  with  wit  refin'd. 
She  courts  no  homage,  nor  defires  to  fliine ; 

In  her  each  fentiment  fublime  is  join'd 
To  female  foftnefs  and  a  form  divine. 

Come,  and  difperfe  th*  involving  fliadows  drear  j 
Let  chaflen'd  Mirth  the  focial  hours  employ : 

O  catch  the  fwift-wing'd  moment  while  'tis  near, 
On  fwifteft  wing  the  moment  flies  of  joy. 

Ev'n  while  the  carelefs  difencumber'd  foul 
Sinks  all  dilTolving  into  Pleafure's  dream 

£ven  then  to  time's  tremendous  verge  we  roll 
With  headlong  hafte  along  life's  furgy  ftream. 

Can  Gaiety  the  vanifli'd  years  reftore, 

©r  on  the  withering  limbs  frefli  beauty  fhed, 

Or  foothe  the  fad  inevitable  hour, 

Or  chear  the  dark,  dark  manfions  of  the  Dead? 

Still  founds  the  folemn  knell  in  Fancy's  ear, 

That  call'd  Eliza  to  the  filent  tomb  : 
With  her  how  jocund  roU'd  the  fprightly  year  ! 

How  flione  the  nymph  in  Beauty's  brighteft  bloom ! 

Ah !  Beauty's  bloom  avails  not  in  the  grave, 
Youth's  lofty  mien,  nor  Age's  awful  grace: 

Moulder  alike  unknown  the  Prince  and  Slave, 
Whelm'd  in  th*  enormous  wrecfc  of  human  race. 


The 
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The  thoiight-fix'd  portraiture,  the  breathing  buft, 

The  arch  with  proud  memorials  array'd, 
The  long-liv'd  pyramid  fhall  fink  in  duft. 

To  dumb  Oblivion's  evet-defart  fliade. 

Fancy  from  Joy  ftill  wanders  far  aftray  j  ' 

Ah  !  Melancholy,  how  I  feel  thy  power ! 
Long  have  I  labour'd  to  elude  thy  fway— - 

But  'tis  enough  ;  for  I  refifl:  no  more. 

The  traveller  thus,  that  o'er  the  midnight  wafte 
Through  many  a  lonefome  path  is  doom'd  to  roam, 

'Wilder'd  and  weary  fits  him  down  at  lail 
For  the  long  night,  and  diitant  far  his  home, 

ELEGY. 

OCCASIONED    BY    THE    DEATH   OF    A   LAOYi 
BYTHESAME. 

STILL  fTiall  unthinking  Man  fubdantial  deenv.|j(JT^V/ 
The  fdrms  that  fleet  through  life's  deceitful  dream  ! , 
On  clouds,  where  Fancy's  beam  amufive  plays, 
Shall  heedlefs  Hope  his  towering  fabric  raifc ! 

F  2  Till 
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Till  at  Death's  touch  th'  ideal  glories  fiy, 
And  real  fcencs  rufti  difmal  on  the  eye ; 
And,  from  the  bowers  of  Bcaiity  torn, 
The  ftartled  foul  awakes  to  think — and  mourn, 

O  ye,  whofe  hours  in  jocund  train  advance, 
Whofe  fpirits  ta  the  fong  of  gladnefs  dance  j 
Who  flowery  fcenes  in  endlefs  view  fu^vey. 
Glittering  in  beams  of  vifionary  day  ! 
O !  yet  while  Fate  delays  th'  impending  woe, 
B«  rous'd  to  thought,  anticipate  the  blow  ; 
Left,  like  the  light'ning's  glance,  the  fuddcn  ill 
Flalh  to  confound,  and  penetrate  to  kilt  r 
Left,  thus  encompafs'd  with  funereal  gloom. 
Like  me  ye  bend  o'er  fome  untimely  tomb, 
Pour  your  wild  ravings  in  night's  frighted  ear, 
And  half  pronounce  Heaven's  facred  doom  fevere. 

Wife !  Beauteous  I  Good  T— O  every  grace  combin'd. 
That  charms  the  eye,  that  captivates  the  mind  I 
Fair,  as  the  flow'rct  opening  on  the  morn, 
Whofe  leaves  bright  drops  of  liquid  pearl  adorn  t 
Sweet,  as  the  downy-pinion'd  gale,  that  roves 
To  gather  fragrance  in  Arabian  groves ! 
Mild,  as  the  ftrains,  that,  at  the  clofe  of  day 
Warbling  remote,  along  the  vales  decay ! 
Yet,  why  with  thofe  compar'd  ?  What  tints  fo  fine. 
What  fwectnefs,  mildnefs,  can  be  match'd  with  thine? 
Why  roam  abroad,  fmce  ftill,  to  Fancy's  eyes, 
1  fct,  I  fee  thy  lovely  form  ari^e  ! 

5  Still 
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Still  let  me  gaze,  and  every  care  beguile, 
Gaze  on  that  check,  where  all  the  Graces  fmilc ; 
That  foul-expreffing  eye,  benignly  bright, 
Where  Meeknefs  beams  ineffable  delight ; 
That  brow,  where  Wifdom  fits  enthron'd  fercne, 
Each  feature  fiDrms,  and  dignifies  the  mien  i 
Still  let  Hie  liflen,  while  her  words  impart 
The  fweet  effufions  of  the  blamelefs  heart ; 
Till  all  my  foul,  each  tumult  charm'd  away, 
Yields,  gently  led,  to  Virtue's  cafy  fway. 

By  thee  infplr*d,  O  Virtue,  Age  is  young, 
And  mxific  warbles  from  the  faultering  tongue  j 
Thy  ray  creative  chears  the  clouded  brow, 
And  decks  the  faded  cheek  with  rofy  glow, 
Brightens  the  joylefs  afpe6l,  and  fupplies 
Pure  heavenly  luftre  to  the  languid  eyes : 
Each  iook,  each  adlion,  while  it  awes,  invites, 
And  Age  with  every  youthful  grace  delights. 
But  when  youth's  living  bloom  refleds  thy  beams, 
Refifllefs  on  the  view  the  glory  ftreams, 
Th'  ecftatic  brcaft  triumphant  Virtue  warms, 
And  Beauty  dazzles  with  angelic  charms. 

Ah,  whither  fled! — ye  dear  illufions,  (lay! 
Lo  pale  and  filent  lies  the  lovely  clay  ! 
How  are  the  rofes  on  that  lip  decay'd. 
Which  Health  in  all  the  pride  of  bloom  array'd ! 
Health  on  her  form  each  fprightly  grace  bcftow'd  ; 
With  adivc  life  each  fpeaking  feature  glovv'd. 

F  ^  Fair 
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Fair  was  the  flower,  and  foft  the  vernal  iky  j 
Elate  with  hope  we  deem'd  no  tempeft  nigh  j 
When  lo !  a  whirlwind's  inftantaneoiis  guft 
Left  all  its  beauties  withering  in  the  dull. 

All  cold  the  hand  that  footh'd  Woe's  weary  head  I 
All  quench'd  the  eye  the  pitying  tear  that  fhed  ! 
All  mute  the  voice  whofe  pleaiing  accents  Hole, 
Infufing  balm  into  the  rankled  foul  !— 
O  Death,  why  arm  with  cruelty  thy  power. 
And  fpare  the  weed,  yet  lop  the  lovely  flower  I 
Why  fly  thy  fliafts  i^  lawlefs  error  driven ! 
To  Virtue  then  no  more  the  care  of  Heaven!  — 

But  peace,  bold  thought !  be  ftill,  my  burfting  heart ! 
We,  not  Eliza,  felt  the  fatal  dart. 
Scap'd  the  dark  dungeon,  does  the  flave  complain, 
Nor  blefs  the  hand  that  broke  the  galling  chain  1 
Say,  pines  not  Virtue  for  the  lingering  morn. 
On  this  dark  wild  condemn'd  to  roam  forlorn  ? 
Where  Realon's  meteor  rays,  with  fickly  glow, 
O'er  the  dun  gloom  a  dreadful  glimmering  throw ; 
Diiclofmg  dubious  to  th'  affrighted  eye. 
Overwhelming  mountains  tottering  from  on  high, 
Elack  billowy  feas  in  ftofms  perpetual  toft. 
And  weary  ways  in  wildering  labyrinths  loft. 
O  happy  Ihoke  that  burlts  the  bonds  of  clay, 
Darts  through  the  rending  gloom  the  blaze  of  day. 
And  wings  the  foul  with  boundiefs  flight  to  loar. 
When  dangers  threat  and  fears  alarm  no  more. 

Tranfporting 
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Trahfporting  thought !  here  let  me  wipe  away  '    •.  ^ 
The  falling  tear,  and  wake  a  bolder  lay ;  ■  (fl /v  " 

But  ah  I  afrefti  the  fwimming  eye  o'erflows-^  -t-'i'^L^  "J'^^,  '* 
Nor  check  the  tear  that  ftreams  for  human  woes,'-  '  ■  '   ' " 
Lo  !  o'er  her  dufl,  in  fpeechlefs  anguifti,  bend 
The  hopelefs  Parent,  Hufband,  Brother,  Friend  l-^ 
How  vain  the  hope  of  Man ! — But  ceafe  thy  ftrain, 
Nor  Sorrow's  dread  folemnity  prophane ; 
Mix'd  with  yon  drooping  mourners,  o'er  her  bier 
In  filence  flied  the  fympathetic  tear. 


THE         HERMIT. 


BY     THE     SAME. 

AT  the  clofe  of  the  day,  when  the  hamlet  is  ilill. 
And  mortals  the  fweets  of  forgetfulnefs  prove; 
When  nought  but  the  torrent  is  heard  on  the  hill. 
And  nought  but  the  nightingale's  fong  in  the  grove: 
'Twas  then,  by  the  cave  of  the  mountain  reclin'd, 
A  Hermit  his  nightly  complaint  thus  began  : 
Though  mournful  his  numbers,  his  foul  was  refign'd: 
He  thought  as  a  fage,  though  he  felt  as  a  man. 

F4  <'Ah! 
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'•*  Ah !  why  thus  abandon'd  to  darknefs  and  woe  }■■ 
^*  Why  thus,  lonely  Philomel,  flows  thy  fad  flrain  ? 
**  For  fpring  fliall  return,  and  a  lover  bcflow ; 
**  And  thy  bofom  no  trace  of  misfortune  retain. 
*'  Yet  if  Pity  infpire  thee,  O  ceafc  not  thy  lay; 
•'  Mourn,  fweeteft  companion,  man  calls  thee  to  mourn  : 
^'  O  foothe  him  whofe  pleafures,  like  thine,  pafs  awayj— • 
**  Full  quickly  they  pafs — but  they  never  return ! 

*'  Now,  gliding  remote  on  the  verge  of  the  fky, 
?'  The  moon,  half  extin(3:,  a  dim  crefccnt  difplays  j 
*'  But  lately  I  mark'd,  when  majeftic  on  high 
"  She  {hone,  and  the  planets  were  loll:  in  her  blaze. 
**  Roll  on  then,  fair  orb,  and  with  gladnefs  purfue 
•*  The  path  that  conduits  thee  to  fplendor  again.—— 
**  But  man's  faded  glory  no  change  fliall  renew  ; 
*'  Ah  !  fool,  to  exult  in  a  glory  fo  vain ! 

"  'Tis  night,  and  the  landfcape  is  lovely  no  more ; 
•*  I  mourn,  but,  ye  woodlands,  I  mourn  not  for  you, 
*'  For  morn  is  approaching,  your  charms  to  reftpre, 
"  Perfum'd  with  frefti  fragrance  and  glittering  with  dew. 
*'  Nor  yet  for  the  ravage  of  Winter  I  mourn ; 
**  Kind  nature  the  embryo-bloflbm  fhall  fave.— 
*^  But  when  fliall  Spring  vifit  the  mouldering  urn  ? 
?»  O  when  Ihall  it  dawn  ou  the  night  of  the  grave  !" 


ODS 
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ON    LORD    «AYS    BIRTH-DAT* 


BYTHESAME, 

AMuf?,  imfkill'd  in  venal  pralc, 
Unftain'd  with  flattery's  art  j 
Who  loves  fimplicity  of  lays 
preath'd  ardent  from  the  heart  j 
While  gratitude  and  joy  infpirc, 
Rcfumes  the  Jong-unpraftis'd  lyre. 
To  hail,  O  Hay  !  thy  natal  morn: 
No  gaudy  wreath  of  flowers  ihe  weave*. 
But  twines  with  oak  the  laurel-leaves,       j 
Thy  cradle  to  adorn. 

For  not  on  beds  of  gaudy  flowers 

Thine  anceftors  reclin'd ; 

Where  floth  diflblves,  and  fpleen  dcvours- 

AU  energy  of  mind. 

To  hurl  the  dart,  to  ride  the  car. 

To  ftem  the  deluges  of  war, 

And  fnatch  from  fate  a  finking  land 

Trample  th'  invader's  lofty  crcft. 

And  from  his  grafp  the  dagger  wrcft, 

And  dcfolating  brand. 


'Twat 
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*Twas  this  that  rais'd  th'  ilhiftrious  line 
To  match  the  firfl  in  fame, 
A  thoufanci  years  have  feen  it  flaine 
V/ith  unabated  flame:  •  • 

Have  lecn  thy  mighty  fires  appear 
Foremoft  in  glory's  high  career, 
The  pride  and  pattern  of  the  brave. 
Yet,  pure  from  luft  of  blood  their  fire, 
And  from  Ambition's  wild  defire; 
They  triumph'd  but  to  fave. 

The  Mufe  vvith  joy  attends  their  way 
The  vales  of  peace  along  : 
There  to  its  Lord  the  village  gay 
Exalts  the  grateful  fong. 
Yon  caftie's  glittering  towers  contain 
NopitofwoC;  no  clanking  chain ; 
Nor  to  the  fuppliant's  wail  refound: 
The  opening  doors  the  needy  blefs,- 
The  unfriended  hail  their  calm  recefs 
And  gladnefs  fmiles  around. 

There,  to  the  fympathetic  heart, 
Life  s  beir  delights  belong  : 
To  mitigate  the  mourner's  fmart, 
To  guard  the  weak  from  wrong. 
Ye  fons  of  Luxury,   be  vv  ife ; 
Know,  Happiaefs,  tor  ever  flies 


» 
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The  cold  and  folitary  breaft  ; 
Then  let  the  focial  inftindl:  glow, 
And  learn  to  feel  another's  woe  j 
And  in  his  joy  be  blefs'd. 

P  yet,  ere  Pleafure  plant  her  fnar? 

For  iinlufpefting  youth  ; 

Ere  Fla;:tery  her  long  prepare 

To  check  the  voice  of  Truth  ; 

P  may  his  country's  guardian  power" 

Attend  the  flumbering  infant's  bower. 

And  bright  Elylian  dreams  inopart 

To  roule  th'  hereditary  fire  ; 

To  kindle  each  fublime  delire, 

Exalt  and  warm  the  heart. 

Swift  to  reward  a  parent's  fears, 

A  parent's  hopes  to  crown, 

Roll  on  in  peace,  ye  blooming  yearn. 

That  rear  him  to  renown  : 

When,  in  hiS  iinifli'd  form  and  face. 

Admiring  muKitudes  Ihail  trace 

The  beauties  of  his  line  comjjin'd ; 

The  courteous,  yet  majeftic  mien. 

The  liberal  fmile,  the  look  lerene. 

The  great  and  gentle  mind. 

Yet,  though  thon  draw  a  nation's  eyes, 
And  win  a  nation's  love, 
Let  not  thy  to-vering  mind  deipiie 
The  village  and  the  grove. 


No 
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No  flanderer  there  Ihall  wound  thy  fame ; 
No  ruffian  take  his  deadly  aini ; 
No  rival  weave  the  fecret  fnare : 
for  Innocence  with  angel-fmilc. 
Simplicity  that  knows  not  guile, 
And  Love  and  Peace  are  there. 

When  winds  the  mountain  oak  aflail. 
And  lay  its  glories  wafte ; 
Content  may  flumber  in  the  vale, 
Uncoufcious  of  the  blafl. 
Through  fcenes  of  tumult  while  we  roam. 
The  heart,  alas  !  is  ne'er  at  home ; 
It  hopes  in  time  to  rove  no  more : 
The  mariner,  nor  vainly  brave, 
Combats  the  ftorm,  and  rides  the  wave, 
To  reft  at  lail  on  fliore. 

Ye  proud,  ye  felfifli,  ye  fevere, 
How  vain  your  maik  of  Hate  I 
The  good  alone  have  joy  finccre ; 
The  good  alone  are  great ! 
Not  lefs  when,  in  the  vale  of  peace, 
They  bid  the  plaint  of  forrow  ccale, 
And  hear  the  voice  of  artlels  praifc, 
Than  when,  along  the  trophy'd  plain 
Sublime  they  lead  the  vidor  tralij, 
While  fhouting  nations  g^zc. 


THE 
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THE   GENEALOGY   OF   CHRIST, 

AS    IT    II    REPRESENTED    ON    THE    EAST    WINDOW    OF 

winchester  college  chapel, 

Written  at  Winton  School  by  Dr.LOWTH, 
Lord  Bishop  of  London. 

AT  once  to  raife  our  reverence  and  delight. 
To  elevate  the  mind,  and  pleafe  the  fight, 
To  pour  in  virtue  at  th'  attentive  eye. 
And  waft  the  foul  on  wings  of  extafy ; 
For  this  the  painter's  art  with  nature  vies. 
And  bids  the  vifionary  faint  arife ;  - 

Who  views  the  facred  forms  in  thought  afpircJ, 
Catches  pure  zeal,  and  as  he  gazes,  fires ; 
Peels  the  fame  ardour  to  his  bread  convey'd. 
Is  what  he  fees,  and  emulates  the  fliade. 

Thy  flrokes,  great  Artift,  fo  fublime  appear,  ^ 

They  check  our  pleafure  with  an  awful  fear  j 
While,  through  the  mortal  line,  the  God  you  trace. 
Author  himfelf,  and  Heir  of  Jefle's  race ; 
In  raptures  we  admire  thy  bold  defign. 
And,  as  the  fubjeft,  own  the  hand  divine. 
While  through  thy  work  the  rifing  day  fhall  fliream. 
So  long  (hall  laft  thy  honour,  praife,  and  name. 

And 
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And  may  thy  labours  to  the  Mufe  impart 

Some  emanation  from  her  fifter  art, 

To  animate  the  verfe,  and  bid  it  fliine 

In  colours  eafy*  bright*  afid  ftrong,  as  Thihe* 

Supine  on  earth  an  awful  figure  Hes, 
While  fofteft  (lumbers  feem  to  feal  his  eyes ; 
The  hoary  lire  Heaven's  guardian  care  demands^ 
And  at  his  feet  the  watchful  angel  Hands, 
The  form  augufl  and  large,  the  mien  divine, 
Betray  the  '^  founder  of  Meffiah's  line. 
Lo  !  from-,  his  loins  the  promis'd  ftem  afcends, 
And  high  to  Heaven  its  facred  boughs  extends  : 
Each  limb  produAive  of  fome  hero  fprings,  '■'^ 

And  blooms  luxuriant  with  a  race  of  kings. 
Th'  eternal  plant  wide  fpreads  its  arms  around, 
And  with  a  mighty  Braaeh  the  myftic  top  is  crowri'd,    " ' 

And  lo  !  the  glories  of  th'  illuftrious  line 
At  their  firft  dawn  with  ripen'd  fplendors  fhine. 
In  D A V I D  all  eXprefs'd  ;  the  good,  the  great,  "813^1 

The  king,  the  hero,  arid  the  man  complete.  liilw  8i 

Serene  he  fits,  and  fwefips  the  golden  lyre. 
And  blends  the  prophet's  with  the  poet's  fire. 
See  !  with  what  art  he  ftrikes  the  vocal  firings,  "'' 

The  God,  his  theme,  infpiring  what  he  fings  ! 
Hark, — ^or  our  ears  delude  us— from  his  tougue 
Sweei  flows,  or  leems  to  flow,  fome  heavenly  fortg, 
C  !  could  thihd  art  arrefl  the  fleeting  found. 
And  paint  the  voice  in  magic  numbers  bound  j 

"      '  c  JelTe. 
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Could  the  warm  fun,  as  •erfl:  when  Memnon  pkyM,    . 
Wake  with  his  rifing  beam  the  vocal  fhade  : 
Then  might  he  draw  th'  attentive  angels  down, 
Bending  to  hear  the  lay,  fo  tweet,  fo  like  their  own. 
On  either  fide  the  monarch's  offspring  fliine. 
And  fome  adorn,  and  fome  difgrace  their  line. 
Here  Amnon  glories  ;  proud,  inceftuous  lord  ! 
This  hand  fuftains  the  robe,  and  that  the  fword. 
Frowning  and  fierce,  with  haughty  flrides  he  towers. 
And  on  his  horrid  brow  defiance  lowers. 
There  Abfalom  the  ravifh'd  iceptre  fvvays,  ^_  j^- 

And  his  flol'n  honour  all  his  fl\ame  difplays  : 
The  bafe  ufurper  Youth !  who  joins  in  one 
The  rebel  fubjeft,  and  the  ungrateful  fon. 
Amid  the  royal  race,  fee  Nathan  ftand  : 
Fervent  he  feems  to  fpeak,  and  lift  his  hand  ; 
His  looks  th'  emotion  of  his  foul  difclofe. 
And  eloquence  from  every  gellure  flows.  ^-^ 

Such,  and  fo  ftern  he  came,  ordain'd  to  bring  / 

Th'  ungrateful  mandate  to  the  guilty  king  :;j  ^y^yf  h'iiitO 
When,  at  his  dreadful  voice,  a  fudden  fmart  .:  :. 

Shot  through  the  trembling  monarch's  confcious  heart  j 
From  his  own  lips  condemn'd  ;  fevere  decree  ! 
Had  his  God  prov'd  fo  Hern  a  Judge  as  He, 
But  man  with  frailty  is  ally'd  by  birth ; 
Confuramate  purity  ne'er  dwelt  on  earth : 
Through  all  the  foul  though'  virtue  holds  the  rein. 
Beats  at  the  heart,  and  fprings  at  every  vein ; 
Yet  ever  from  the  clearefl  fource  have  ran 
Some  grofs  allay,  fome  tiniShire  of  the  man. 

But 


8ut  who  is  he— deep  mufitig — in  his  mind, 
He  feems  to  weigh  in  Reafon's  fcales  Mankind  i 
Jix'd  Contemplation  holds  his  fleady  eyes— ^ 
I  know  the  Sage  •' ;  the  wifeft  of  the  wife. 
Bleft  with  all  man  could  wifti,  or  prince  obtain, 
Yet  his  great  heart  pronOunc'd  thofe  bleffings  vaini 
And  lo!  bright  glittering  in  his  facred  hands  j 
In  miniature  the  glorious  temple  ftands. 
Effulgent  frame !  ftupendous  to  behold ! 
Gold  the  ftrong  valves,  the  roof  of  burnifli'd  goldj 
The  wandering  ark,  in  that  bright  dome  inflirin'd. 
Spreads  the  ftrong  light,  eternal,  unconfin'd  ! 
Abore  th'  unutteriablc  glory  plays 
Prefence  divine !  and  the  full-ilreamirig  rays 
Pour  through  reludant  crowds  intolerable  blaze. 

But  flern  Oppreffion  rends  Reboam's  reign  ; 
Sec  the  gay  prince,  injurious,  proud,  and  tain ! 
Th*  imperial  fceptre  totters  in  his  hand, 
And  proud  Rebellion  triumphs  in  the  land. 
Curs'd  with  Corruption's  ever-fruitful  fpring, 
A  beardlefs  Senate,  and  a  haughty  King. 

There  Afa,  good  and  great,  the  fceptre  bears, 
Juftice  attends  his  peace,  fuccefs  his  wars : 
While  Virtue  was  his  fword,  and  Heaven  his  fliield, 
Without  controul  the  warrior  fvvept  the  field  ; 
Loaded  with  fpoils,  triumphant  he  return'd. 
And  half  her  fwarthy  fons  fad  Ethiopia  mourn'd. 

>l  Solomon. 

But 


(     Si     ) 

But  fitice  thy  flagging  piety  decay'd, 

And  barter'd  God's  defence  for  human  aid  ; 

See  theii"  fair  laiirels  wither  on  thy  brow,  "^ 

Nor  herbs,  nor  healthful  arts,  avail  thee  now, 

Nor  is  Heaven  chang'd,  apoftate  prince,  but  Thou, 

No  mean  atoriement  does  this  lapfe  require ; 

But  fee  tlie  Son,  you  n:iu{l  forgive  the  Sire  : 

He,  ^  the  juil:  prince — with  every  virtue  bleilj 

He  reign'd,  and  goodnefs  all  the  man  poflell^ 

Around  his  throne,  fair  happinefs  and  peace 

Smooth'd  every  brow,  and  fmii'd  in  every  face. 

As  when  along  the  burning  wafte  he  ftray'd, 

Where  no  pure  ftreams  in  bubbling  mazes  play'd, 

Where  drought,  incumbent  on  the  ihirfry  ground, 

Long  lince  had  breath'd  her  fcoiching  blafts  around  | 

The '^  prophet  calls,  th'  obedient  floods  repair 

To  the  parch'd  fields,  for  Jofaphat  was  there. 

The  new-fprung  waves,  in  many  a  giirgling  vein, 

Trickle  luxurious  through  the  fucking  plain  ; 

Frefh  honours  the  reviving  fields  adorn. 

And  o'er  the  defart  Plenty  pours  her  horn. 

So,  from  the  throne  his  influence  he  flieds, 

And  bids  the  Virtues  raife  their  languid  heads } 

Where'er  he  goes,  attending  Truth  prevails, 

Oppreflion  flies,  and  Juflice  lifts  her  fcales. 

See,  on  his  arm,  the  royal  eagle  ftand, 

Great  type  of  conquefi;  and  fupremiC  command  ; 

e  Jofaphat.  ^  Elillia. 

Vol,  IV.  G  Th* 
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Th'  exulting  bird  diflinguidi'd  triumph  brings, 
And  greets  the  Monarch  with  expanded  wings. 
Fierce  Moab's  fons  prevent  the  impending  blow, 
Rufla  on  themfelves,  and  fall  without  the  foe. 
The  pious  Hero  vanquifli'd  Heaven  by  prayer  j 
His  faith  an  army,  and  his  vows  a  war. 
Thee  too,  Ozias,  fates  indulgent  bleil, 
And  thy  days  flione,  in  fairefi;  aftions  dreft  ; 
Till  that  rafli  hand,  by  feme  blind  frenzy  fway'd, 
Unclean,   the  facred  office  durfi:  invade. 
Qiiick  o'er  thy  limbs  the  furfy  venom  ran, 
And  hoary  filth  befprinkled  all  the  man. 

Tranfmiflive  worth  adorns  the  pious  ?,Son, 
The  father's  virtues  with  the  father's  throne. 
Lo  !  there  he  {lands :  he  who  the  rage  fubdued 
Of  Amnion's  fons,  and  drench'd  his  fword  in  blood, 
And  doil  thou,  Ahaz,  Judah's  fcourge,  difgrace, 
With  thy  bafe  front,  the  glories  of  thy  race  ? 
See  the  vile  King  his  iron  fceptre  bear — 
His  only  praife  attends  the  pious  ^  Heir  ; 
He,  in  whole  ioul  the  virtues  all  conlpire, 
The  beft  good  fon,  from  the  moll  wicked  fire. 
And  lo  I   in  Hezekiah's  golden  reign^ 
Long-exil'd  Piety  returns  again : 
Again,  in  genuine  purity  flic  fliines, 
And  with  her  prefence  gilds  the  long-neglefted  Parinca. 
lU-ftarr'd  does  proud  Afiyria's  impious  '  f.ord 
Bid  Heaven  to  arms,  and  vaunt  his  dreadful  fword  ; 

6  Jothara.  ^  Heztkiah.  i  Sennacherib. 

His 
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His  own  vairi  threats  th'  infulting  King  o'erthrow, 

But  breathe  new  Courage  on  the  generous  foe, 

Th'  avenging  Angel,  by  divine  command, 

The  fiery  fword  full -blazing  in  his  hand, 

Leant  down  from  Heaven  :  amid  the  ftorm  he  rode, 

March'd  Peftilence  before  him  ;   as  he  trod, 

Pale  Defolation  bath'd  his  fteps  in  blood. 

Thick  wrapt  in  night,  through  the  proud  hoil  he  paft, 

Difpenfmg  death,  and  drove  the  furious  blaft ; 

Nor  bade  Deftrutlion  give  her  revels  o'er. 

Till  the  gorg'd  fword  was  drunk  with  human  gore. 

But  what  avails  thee,  pious  Prince,  in  vain 

Thy  fceptre  refcued,  and  th'  Aflyrian  flain  ? 

Ev'n  now  the  foul  maintains  her  lateft  ftrife. 

And  Death's  chill  grafp  congeals  the  fount  of  life. 

Yet  fee,  kind  Heaven  renews  thy  brittle  thread. 

And  rolls  full  fifteen  fummers  o'er  thy  head  ; 

Lo  !  the  receding  fun  repeats  his  way. 

And,  like  thy  life,  prolongs  the  falling  day. 

Though  Nature  her  inverted  courfe  forego, 

The  day  forget  to  rell,  the  time  to  flow, 

Yet  fhall  Jehovah's  fervants  ftand  fecure, 

His  mercy  fix'd,  eternal  fhall  endure  ; 

On  them  her  ever-hea!ing  rays  fliall  fliine ; 

More  mild,  and  bright,  and  fure,  O  fun !  than  thine. 

At  length,  the  long-expefted  Prince  behold, 
The  lail  good  King  ;  in  ancient  days  foretold, 
When  Bethel's  altar  fpoke  his  future  fame, 
Rent  to  its  bafe,  at  good  Jofiah's  name. 
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Bleft,  happy  prince !  o'er  whofe  lamented  urn, 
In  plaintive  iong^  all  Judah's  daughters  mouiivj 
For  whom  fad  Sion's  fofteil  Ibrrovv  flows, 
And  Jeremiah  pours  his  fweet  melodious  woes. 
/   But  now  fall'n  Sion,  once  the  fair  and  great. 
Sits  deep  in  duft,  abandon'd,  defolate  ; 
Bleeds  her  fad  heart,  and  ever  ftream  her  eyes, 
And  anguifli  tears  her,  with  convulfive  fighs. 
The  mournful  captive  fpreads  her  hands  in  vain. 
Her  hands,  that  rankle  with  the  fervile  chain; 
Till  he,.  ^  Great  Chief  1  in  Heaven's  appointed  time. 
Leads  back  her  children  to  their  native  clime* 
Fair  Liberty  revives  with  all  her  joys, 
And  bids  her  envy'd  walls  fecurely  rife. 
And  thou,  great  hallow'd  dome,  in  ruin  fpread. 
Again  fliall  lift  fublime  thy  faered  head. 
But  ah  !  with  weeping  eyes,  the  ancients  view 
A  faint  refemblance  of  the  eld  in  you. 
No  more  th'  effulgent  glory  of  thy  God 
Speaks  awful  anfwers  from- the  myftic  cloud  i 
Mo  more  thine  altars  blaze  with  fire  divine. 
And  Heaven  has  left  thy  folitary  flirine. 
Yet,  in  thy  courts  hereafter  flialt  thou  fee 
Prefence  immediate  of  the  Deity, 
,  The  Ucrht  himfelf  reveal'd,  the  God  confefl;  in  thee. 
And  now  at  length  the  fated  tenu  of  years 
The  world's  defire  have  brought,  and  lo  !  the  God  appears 

k  ZorobabcU 

The 
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Tlie  Heavenly  babe  the  Virgin  Mother  bears, 
And  her  fond  looks  confefs  the  parent's  cares. 
The  pleaiing  burden  on  her  bread  flie  lays, 
Hangs  o'er  his  charms,  and  with  a  fmile  furveys. 
The  Infant  fmiles,  to  her  fond  bofom  preft, 
And  wantons,  fportive,  on  the  mother^s  breaft. 
A  radiant  glory  fpeaks  him  all  Divine, 
And  in  the  Child  the  beams  of  Godhead  fliine. 

But  now,  alas  I   far  other  viev;s  difclofc 
The  blackell  comprehenfive  fcene  of  woes. 
See  where  man's  vokmtary  facvifice 
Bows  his  meek  head,  and  God  Eternal  dies  I 
Fixt  to  the  Crofs  his  healing  arms  are  bound^ 
While  copious  Mercy  ilreams  from  every  wound. 
Mark  the  blood-drops  that  life-exhaufting  roll. 
And  the  ftrong  pang  that  rends  the  ilubborn  foul ! 
As  all  death's  tortures,  with  fevere  delay, 
£xult  and  riot  in  the  noblell  prey, 
And  canft  thou,  flupid  man,  thofe  forrows  fee. 
Nor  fliare  the  anguifli  which  He  bears  for  Thee? 
Thy  fin,  for  which  his  facred  flefli  is  torn, 
Points  every  nail,  and  fliarpens  every  thorn  ; 
Canll  thou  ? — while  Nature  fmarts  in  every  wound. 
And  each  pang  cleaves  the^fympathetic  groiind  ! 
Lo !  the  black  fun,  his  chariot  backward  driven,     " 
Blots  out  the  day,  and  periflies  from  Heaven  : 
Earth,  trembling  from  her  entrails,  bears  a  part, 
And  the  rent  rock  upbraids  man's  ftubborn  heatt. 

The  yawning  grave  reveals  his  gloomy  reign. 
And  the  cold  clay-clad  dead  Hart  into  life  again. 
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And  thou,  O  tomb,  once  more  flialt  wide  difplay 
Thy  fatiate  jaws,  and  give  up  all  thy  prey. 
Thou,  groaning  earth,  flialt  heave,  ablorpt  in  flame, 
As  the  lail:  pangs  convuHe  thy  labouring  frame  ; 
When  the  fam&  God  unflirouded  thou  flialt  fee. 
Wrapt  in  full  blaze  of  Power  and  Majefty, 
Ride  on  the  clouds  ;  whilft,  as  his  chariot  flies. 
The  bright  eifufion  ftreams  through  all  the  ikies, 
Then  fliall  the  proud  diflx)lving  mountains  glow, 
And  yielding  rocks  in  fiery  rivers  flow  : 
The  molten  deluge  round  the  globe  fliall  roar, 
And  all  man's  arts  and  labour  be  no  more. 
Then  fliall  the  fplendors  of  th'  enhven'd  glafs 
Sink  undiftmguifli'd  in  the  burning  mafs. 
And  O  !  till  earth,  and  feas,  and  Heaven  decay, 
Ne'er  may  that  fair  creation  fade  away ; 
IVIay  winds  and  fl:orms  thofe  beauteous  colours  fparc, 
5till  may  they  bloom,  as  permanent  as  fair, 
AH  the  vain  rage  of  wafting  time  repel, 
A,nd  his  Tribunal  fee,  whofe  Crofs  they  paint  fo  well. 
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E  L  E  G  Y. 

WRITTEN    AT    THE    APPROACH    OF    SPRING. 

By   JOHN   SCOTT,    Eso^ 

STERN  Winter  hence  with  all  his  train  removes; 
And  chearful  fkies  and  limpid  ftreams  are  feen ; 
Thick -fp routing  foliage  decorates  the  groves  ; 
Reviving  herbage  robes  the  fields  in  green. 

Yet  lovelier  fcenes  fhall  crown  th'  advancing  year, 
When  blooming  Spring's  full  bounty  is  difpfay'd ; 

The  fmile  of  beauty  every  vale  fhall  wear ; 
The  voice  of  fong  enliven  every  fliade. 

O  Fancy,  paint  not  coming  days  too  fair ! 

Oft,  for  the  profpe^fts  fprightly  May  fliould  yield, 
Rain-pouring  clouds  have  darken'd  all  the  air. 

Or  fnows  untimely  whiten'd  o'er  the  field  : 

But  fliould  kind  Spring  heF  wonted  bounty  fliower, 
The  fmile  of  beauty  and  the  voice  of  long  ; 

■If  gloomy  thought  the  human  mind  o'erpower, 
Ev'n  \ernal  hours  glide  unenjoy'd  along, 
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I  fliun  ihe  fcenes  where  inaddening  Paffion  raves, 
Where  Pride  and  Folly  high  dominion  hold, 

And  unrelenting  Avarice  drives  her  flaves 
O'er  proftrate  Virtue  in  purfuit  of  gold  : 

The  grafiy  lane,  the  wood-furrounded  field, 

The  rude  ilone  fence,  with  fragrant  wall-flovi^ers  gay, 

The  clay-built  cot,  to  me  more  pleafure  yield 
Than  all  the  pomp  imperial  domes  difplay  j 

And  yet  ev'n  here  amid  thefe  fecret  fliades, 
Thefe  fimple  fcenes  of  unreprov'd  delight, 

Affiiftion's  iron  hand  my  breaft  invades, 
And  Death's  diread  dart  is  ever  in  my  light. 

While  genial  funs  to  genial  fiiowers  fucceed ; 

(The  air  all  mildnefs,  and  the  earth  all  bloom) 
While  herds  and  flocks  range  fportive  o'er  the  mead, 

Crop  the  fvveet  herb,  and  fnuflf  the  rich  perfume  j 

O  why  alone  to  haplefs  man  deny'd 

To  tafte  the  blifs  inferior  beings  boaft  ! 
O  why  this  fate,  that  fear  and  pain  divide 

liis  few  fiiort  hours  on  earth's  delightful  coafll 

Ah  ceafe— T-no  more  of  Providence  complain! 

'Tis  fenfe  of  guilt  that  wakes  the  mind  to  woe,. 
Qives  force  to  fear,  adds  energy  to  pain, 

And  palls  each  joy  by  heaven  indulg'd  below  : 

Why 


(     89    ) 

Why  elfe  the  fmiling  infant  train  fo  blefl-, 

Ere  dear-bought  knowledge  ends  the  peace  within, 

Or  wild  defire  inflames  the  youthful  breaft, 
Or  ill  propenfion  ripens  into  fin  ? 

As  to  the  bleating  tenants  of  the  field, 

As  to  the  fportive  warblers  on  the  trees. 
To  them  their  joys  fincere  their  feafons  yield. 

And  all  their  days  and  all  their  profpefts  pleafe ; 

Such  joys  were  mine  when  from  the  peopled  flreets, 
Where  on  Thamefis'  banks  I  liv'd  iromur'd, 

The  new-blown  fields  that  breath'd  a  thoufand  fweets, 
To  Surrey's  wood-crown'd  hills  my  Heps  allur'd  : 

O  happy  hours,  beyond  recovery  fled  ! 

What  fhare  I  now,  "  that  can  your  lofs  repay," 
While  o'er  my  mind  thefe  glooms  of  thought  are  fpread, 

And  veil  the  light  of  life's  meridian  ray  ? 

Is  there  no  power  this  darknefs  to  remove  ? 

The  long-loll  joys  of  Eden  to  reflore  ? 
Or  raife  our  views  to  happier  feats  above, 

Wher€  Fear,  and  Pain,  and  Death  fliall  be  no  more  ? 

Yes,  thofe  there  are  who  know  a  Saviour's  love 

The  long-loft  joys  of  Eden  can  reilore, 
And  raife  their  views  to  happier  feats  above, 

Where  Fear,  and  Pain,  and  Death  fliall  be  no  more  ; 

Thefo 
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Thefe  grateful  fliare  the  gift  of  Nature's  hand  :  . 
.    And  in  the  varied  icenes  that  round  them  fliine, 
(The  ^air,  the  Rich,,  the  Awful,  and  the  Grand) 
Admire  th'  amazing  workmanfliip  divine. 

Blows  not  a  flow 'ret  in  th'  enamel'd  vale, 
Shines  not  a  pebble  where  the  riv'let  flrays  ; 

Sports  not  an  infect  on  the  fpicy  gale, 

But  claims  their  wonder  and  excites  their  praife. 

For  them  ev'n  vernal  nature  looks  more  gay. 
For  them  more  lively  hues  the  fields  adorn ; 

To  them  more  fair  the  faireft  fmile  of  day, 

To  them  more  fvveet  the  fweeteft  breath  of  morn. 

They  feel  the  blifs  that  hope  and  faith  fupply  : 
They  pafs  ferene  th'  appointed  hours  that  bring 

The  day  that  wafts  them  to  the  realms  on  high, 
The  day  that  centers  in  eternal  fpring. 
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ELEGY. 

%VRITTEN    IN    THE    HOT    WEATHER,    JULY    MDCCLVII, 
BY     THE     SAME. 

THREE  hours  from  noon  the  paffing  fhadow  fliows, 
The  fuhry  breeze  glides  faintly  o'er  the  plains, 
The  dazzling  asther  fierce  and  fiercer  glows, 
And  human  natiu^e  fcarce  its  rage  fuilains. 

Now  Hill  and  vacant  is  the  dully  flreet, 

And  ilill  and  vacant  where  yon  fields  extend. 

Save  where  thofe  fwains,  opprefs'd  with  toil  and  heat, 
The  grafTy  harvcil  of  the  mead  attend. 

Loft  is  the  lively  afpeft  of  the  ground. 

Low  are  the  fprings,  the  reedy  ditches  dry  j 

No  verdant  fpot  in  all  the  vale  is  found, 

Save  what  yon  ilream's  imfailing  ftores  fupply. 

Where  are  the  flowers  that  made  the  garden  gay  ? 

Where  is  their  beauty,  where  their  fragrance  fled  ? 
Their  items  relax,  faft  fall  their  leaves  away. 

They  fade  and  mingle  with  their  dufty  bed : 

All 
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All  but  the  natives  of  the  torrid  zone, 

What  Afric's  wilds,  or  Peru's  fields  difplay, 

Fleas'd  with  a  clime  that  imitate's  their  own, 
They  lovelier  blooin  beneath  the  parching  ray. 

W^ere  is  wild  nature's  heart-reviving  fong, 

That  liird  in  genial  Spring  the  verdant  bowers  ? 

Silent  h\  gloomy  woods  the  feather'd  throng 

Pine  through  this  long,  long  courfe  of  fultry  hours. 

Whei'e  is  the  dream  of  blifs  by  Summer  brought  ? 

The  walk  along  the  riv'let-water'd  vale  ? 
The  field  with  verdure  clad,  with  fragrance  fraught  ? 

Tiie  fun  mild-beaming,  and  the  fanning  gale  ? 

The  weary  foul  Imagination  chears, 

Her  pleaiing  colours  paint  the  future  gay  ; 

Time  palTes  on,  the  truth  itfelf  appears, 
The  pleating  colours  inftant  fade  away  : 

In  different  feafons  different  joys  we  place, 

And  thefe  fliall  Spring  fupply,  and  Summer  thefe  ; 

Yet  frequent  ftorms  the  bloom  of  Spring  deface. 
And  Summer  fcarcely  brings  a  day  to  pleafe. 

O  for  fome  fecret  fliady  cool  recefs ! 

Some  Gothic  dome  o'erhung  with  darkfome  trees, 
Where  thick  damp  walls  this  raging  heat  reprels ; 

Where  the  long  ifle  invites  the  lazy  breeze! 

But 
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Btit  ^vhy  thefe  'plaints  ? — Amid  his  waflcs  of  fa^d. 
Far  more  than  this  the  wandering  Arab  tcels ; 

Far  more  the  Indian  in  Cohimbus'  land. 

While  Phoebus  o'er  him  rolls  his  fiery  wheels  ; 

Far  more  the  fenfible  of  mind  fnftains, 

Rack'd  with  the  poignant  pangs  of  fear  or  fliamc  ; 

The  hopelefs  lover,  bound  in  beauty's  chains, 
And  he,  whom  envy  robs  of  hard-earn'd  fame : 

He,  who  a  father  or  a  mother  mourns, 

Or  lovely  confort  loll:  in  early  bloom  ; 
He,  whom  the  dreaded  rage  of  fever  burns. 

Or  flow  difeafe  leads  lingering  to  the  tomb*- — 

Left  man  fliould  fink  beneath  the  prefent  pain  ; 

Left  man  fliould  triumph  in  the  prefent  joy  ; 
For  him  th'  unvarying  "  Laws  of  heaven  ordain,'* 

Hope  in  his  ills,  and  to  his  blifs  alloy. 

Fierce  and  opprefllve  is  the  fun  we  fliare, 

Yet  not  unufeful  to  our  humid  foil ; 
Hence  fliall  our  fruits  a  richer  flavour  bear, 

Hence  fliall  our  plains  with  riper  harvefls  fmilc ; 

Refleft,  and  be  content — for  mankind*s  good 

Heaven  gives  the  due  degrees  of  drought  or  rain  ; 

To-morrow  ceafelefs  fliowers  may  fwell  the  flood, 
Nor  foon  yon  fun  rife  blazing  fierce  again : 

L'eo 
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E'en  now  behold  the  grateful  change  at  hand, 
Hark,  in  the  eafl  loud  bluftering  gales  arife ; 

Wide  and  more  wide  the  darkening  clouds  expand, 
And  diftant  light'nings  flafli  along  the  Ikies : 

O  in  the  awful  concert  of  the  llorm, 

While  hail  and  rain,  and  wind  and  thunder,  join  I 
Let  the  great  Ruler's  praife  my  fong  inform. 

Let  wonder,  reverence,  gratitude  be  mine. 


ELEGY. 

WRITTIiJ^    IN    THE    HARVEST, 
BY      THE      SAME. 

FAREWEL  the  pleafant  violet-fcented  fliade  ; 
The  primros'd  hill  and  daily -mantled  mead  ; 
The  furrow 'd  land,  with  fpringing  corn  array'd  ; 
The  funny  wall,  with  bloomy  branches  fpread. 

Farewel  the  bovver  with  blufliing  rofes  gay  ; 

Farewel  the  fragrant  trefoil-purpled  field  ; 
Farewel  the  walk  through  rows  of  new -mown  hay, 

When  evening  breezes  mingled  odours  yield. 

Farewel 


(    95    ) 

Farewel  to  thefe — now  round  the  lonely  farms, 
Where  jocund  Plenty  deigns  to  fix  her  feat  j 

Th'  autumnal  landfcape  opening  all  its  charms, 
Declares  kind  Nature's  annual  work  complete. 

In  different  parts  what  different  views  delight, 
Where  on  neat  ridges  waves  the  golden  grain ; 

Or  where  the  bearded  barley  dazzling  white, 
Spreads  o'er  the  fleepy  flope  or  wide  champain. 

The  fmile  of  Morning  gleams  along  the  hills  ; 

And  wakeful  Labour  calls  her  fons  abroad  ; 
They  leave  with  chearfiil  look  their  lowly  vills. 

And  bid  the  fields  refign  their  ripea'd  load. 

To  various  tafks  addrefs  the  ruilic  band, 

And  here  the  fcythe,  and  there  the  fickle  wield  j 

Or  rear  the  new-bound  (heaves  along  the  land  ; 
Or  range  in  heaps  the  produce  of  the  field. 

Some  build  the  fliocks,  fome  load  the  fpacious  wains. 
Some  lead  to  flieltering  barns  the  fragrant  corn, 

Some  form  tall  ricks  that  tow'ring  o'er  the  plains. 
For  many  a  mile  the  rural  yards  adorn.' — 

Th'  inclofure  gates  thrown  open  all  around, 
The  ftubble's  peopled  by  the  gleaning  throng, 

The  rattling  car  with  verdant  branches  crown'd, 
And  joyful  fvvains  that  raife  the  clamorous  fong, 

Soon 
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Sootl  mark  glad  harvefi:  o'er— i  Ye  rural  lords, 
Whole  wide  domains  o'er  Albion'  ifle  extend  j 

Think  whofe  kind  hand  your  annual  wealth  affords. 
And  bid  to  heaven  your  grateful  praife  afcend. 

For  though  no  gift  fpontaneous  of  the  ground 
Rofe  thefe  fair  crops  that  made  your  vallies  fmile, 

Though  the  blithe  youth  of  every  hamlet  round 
Purfued  for  thefe  through  many  a  day  their  toil  j 

Yet  what  avail  your  labours  or  your  cares  ? 

Can  all  your  labours,  all  your  cares,  fupply 
Bright  funs,  or  foftening  fliowers,  or  tepid  airs, 

Or  one  indulgent  influence  of  the  Iky  f 

For  Providence  decrees  that  we  obtain 

With  toil  each  bleffing  deftin'd  to  our  ufe  ; 

But  means  to  teach  us  that  our  toil  is  vain, 
If  he  the  bounty  of  his  hand  refufe. 

Yet,  Albion,  blame  not  what  thy  crime  demands. 
While  this  fad  truth  the  blufliing  Mufc  betrays, 

More  frequent  echoes  o'er  thy  harveft  lands 
The  voice  of  riot  than  the  voice  of  praiie. 

Prolific  though  thy  fields,  and  mild  thy  clime, 

Know  realms,  once  fam'd  for  fields  and  climes  as  fair. 
Have  fell  the  prey  of  famine,  war,  and  time, 
And  now  no  femblancc  of  their  glory  bear. 

Afk 
5 
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Afk  Palefline,  proud  Afia's  early  boafl, 

Where  now  the  groves  that  pour'd  her  wine  and  oil, 
Where  the  fair  towns  that  crown'd  her  wealthy  coafl, 

Where  the  glad  fwains  that  till'd  her  fertile  foil  ? 

Afk,  and  behold,  and  mourn  her  haplefs  fall! 

Where  rofc  fair  towns,  where  wav'd  her  golden  grai*i, 
Thron'd  on  the  naked  rock  and  mouldering  wall, 

Pale  Want  and  Ruin  hold  their  dreary  reign. 

Where  Jordan's  vallies  fmil'd  in  living  green, 

Where  Sharon's  flowers  difclos'd  their  varied  hues ; 

The  wandering  pilgrim  views  the  alter'd  fcene, 
And  drops  t,he  tear  of  pity  as  he  views. 

Alk  Grecia,  mourning  o'er  her  ruin'd  towers, 

Where  now  the  profpe6ts  charm'd  her  bards  of  old, 

Her  corn-clad  mountains  and  Elyfian  bowers, 

And  filver  flreams  through  fragrant  meadows  roll'd  ? 

Where  Freedom's  praife  along  the  vale  was  heard, 
And  town  to  town  return'd  the  favourite  found  ; 

Where  patriot  War  her  awful  ftandard  rear'd. 
And  brav'd  the  millions  Perfia  pour'd  around  ? 

There  Freedom's  praife  no  more  the  valley  chears. 
There  patriot  War  no  more  her  banner  waves ; 

Nor  bard,  nor  fage,  nor  martial  chief  appears, 
But  ftern  Barbarians  rule  a  land  of  flaves. 
Vol.  IV.  H  Of 
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Of  mighty  realms  are  fuch  the  poor  remains  ? 

Of  mighty  realms  that  fell  when  mad  with  power, 
They  lur'd  each  vice  to  revel  on  their  plains ; 

Each  monfter  doom'd  their  offspring  to  devour ! 

O  Albion  !  would'ft  thou  fl\un  their  mournful  fates. 
To  Ihun  their  follies  and  their  crimes  be  thine ; 

And  woo  to  linger  in  thy  fair  retreats, 
The  radiant  Virtues,  progeny  divine ! 

Bright  Truth,  the  noble  ft  of  the  facred  band, 

Sweet  Peace  whofe  brow  no  ruffling  frown  deforms, 

Fair  Charity  with  ever  open  hand. 

And  Courage  fmiling  'midft  a  thoufand  ilorms. 

O  hafte  to  grace  our  ifle,  ye  lovely  train ! 

So  may  the  Power  whofe  hand  all  blelling  yields, 
Give  her  fam'd  glories  ever  to  remain. 

And  crown  with  annual  wealth  her  laughing  fields. 


ELEGY. 
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E  L  E  G  Y. 

AV.RITTEN    AT    THE    APPROACH    OF    WINTER. 
-BY     THE     SAME. 

TH  E  fun  far  fouthward  bends  his  annual  way. 
The  bleak  north-eaft  wind  lays  the  forell  bare, 
The  fruit  ungather'd  quits  the  naked  fpray, 
And  dreary  Winter  reigns  o'er  earth  and  air. 

No  mark  of  vegetable  life  is  feen. 

No  bird  to  bird  repeats  his  tuneful  call  ; 

Save  the  dark  leaves  of  fome  rude  ever-green, 
Save  the  lone  red-breaft  on  the  mofs -grown  wall. 

Where  are  the  fprightly  fcenes^by^Spring  fupply'd. 
The  May-flower'd  hedges  fcenting  every  breeze  ; 

The  white  flocks  fcattering  o'er  the  mountain  fide. 
The  woodlarks  warbling  on  the  blooming  trees  ? 

Where  is  gay  Summei's  fportive  infeft  train. 
That  in  green  fields  on  painted  pinians  play'd.; 

The  herd  at  morn  wide  palluring  o'er  the  plain, 
Or  throng'd  at  noon-tide  in  the  willow  lliade  ? 

H  z  Where 
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Where  is  brown  Autumn's  evening  mild  and  flill, 
What  time  the  ripen'd  corn  frefli  fragrance  yields, 

What  time  the  village  peoples  all  the  hill, 
And  loud  fliouts  echo  o'er  the  harvefl  fields  ? 

To  former  fcenes  our  fancy  thus  returns. 

To  former  fcenes  that  little  pleas'd  when  here  ! 

Our  Winter  chills  us,  and  our  Summer  burns ; 
Yet  we  dillike  the  changes  of  the  year. 

To  happier  lands  then  reillefs  fancy  flies, 

Where  Indian  ilreams  through  green  Savannahs  flow; 
Where  brighter  funs  and  ever  tranquil- Ikies 

Bid  new  fruits  ripen,  and  new  flow'rets  blow. 

Let  Truth  thefe  fairer  happier  lands  furvey. 
There  half  the  year  defcends  in  watery  rtorms ; 

Or  Nature  fickens  in  the  blaze  of  day. 

And  one  brown  hue  the  fun-burnt  plain  deforms. 

There  oft  as  toiling  in  the  mazy  fields, 
Or  homeward  paffing  on  the  fliadeleis  way, 

His  joylefs  life  the  weary  labourer  yields, 
And  inftant  drops  beneath  the  deathful  ray. 

Who  dreams  of  Nature  free  from  Nature's  flrife  r 
Who  dreams  of  conftant  happjnefs  below  ? 

The  hope-flufli'd  enterer  on  the  flage  of  life  ; 
The  youth  to  knowledge  unchaftis'd  by  woe. 

For 
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For  me,  long  toll'd  on  many  a  weary  road. 
Led  by  falfe  hope  in  fearch  of  many  a  joy ; 

I  find  in  earth's  bleak  clime  no  blefl:  abode. 
No  place,  no  feafon  facred  froin  annoy  : 

For  me,  while  Winter  rages  round  the  plains. 
With  his  dark  days  I'll  human  life  compare : 

Not  thofe  who  fraught  with  clouds  and  winds  and  rains, 
Than  this  with  pining  pain  and  anxious  care. 

O  whence  this  wonderous  turn  of  mind  our  fate  ! 

Whate'er  the  feafon  or  the  place  polTeft, 
We  ever  murmur  at  our  prefent  ftate, 

And  yet  the  thought  of  parting  breaks  our  refl : 

Why  elfe,  when  heard  in  evening's  folemn  gloom, 
Does  the  fad  knell,  that  founding  o'er  the  plain 

Tolls  fome  poor  lifelefs  body  to  the  tomb, 
Thus  thrill  my  breafl  with  melancholy  pain  ? 

The  voice  of  Reafon  echoes  in  my  ear. 

Thus  thou  ere  long  muft  join  thy  kindred  clay  ; 

No  more  thefe  "  noftrils  breathe  the  vital  air," 
No  more  thefe  eyelids  open  on  the  day, 

O  Winter,  round  me  fprea^d  thyjoylcfs  reign. 
Thy  threatening  ikies  in  dufky  horrors  drefl ; 

Of  thy  dread  rage  no  longer  I'll  complain, 
Nor  afk  an  Eden  for  a  tranfient  gueft. 

H  3  Enough 


(       102      > 

Enough  has  heaven  indulg'd  of  joy  below, 
To  tempt  our  tarriance  in  this  lov'd  retreat  { 

Enough  has  heaven  ordain'd  of  ufeful  woe. 
To  make  us  languifli  for  a  happier  feat. 

There  is,  who  deems  all  dimes,  all  feafons  fair, 
There  is,  who  knows  no  raftlefs  p-^ffion's  flrife  ; 

Contentment  fmiling  at  each  idle  care  ; 
Contentment  thankful  for  the  gift  of  life ; 

She  finds  in  Winter  many  a  fcene  to  pleafe  ; 

The  morning  landfcape  fring'd  with  froft-work  gay. 
The  fun  at  noon  feen  through  the  leaflefs  trees, 

The  clear  calm  ather  at  the  clofe  of  day  : 

She  marks  the  advantage  florms  and  clouds  beftow, 

When  bluflering  Caurus  purifies  the  air, 
When  moft  Aquarius  pours  the  fleecy  fnow,  , 

That  makes  the  impregnate  glebe  a  richer  harvell  bear. 

8he  bids  for  all  our  grateful  praife  arife, 

To  him  whofe  mandate  fpake  the  world  to  form  j 

Gave  Spring's  gay  bloom,  and  Summer's  chearful  Ikres, 
AndAutumn'scorn-cladfield,andWinter'sfoundingftorm. 


HYMN 
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HYMN    FROM    PSALM    VIII. 


BY    THE    SAME. 

ALMIGHTY  Power!  amazing  are  thy  ways. 
Above  our  knowledge,  and  above  our  praife ! 
How  all  thy  works  thine  excellence  difplay  ! 
How  fair,  how  great,  how  wonderful  are  they  ! 
Thine  hand  yonVide-extended  heaven  uprais'd, 
Yon  wide-extended  heaven  with  ftars  emblaz'd  : 
Where  each  bright  orb,  fmce  Time  his  coufe  begun, 
Has  roll'd  a  mighty  world,  or  fliin'd  a  fun  : 
Stupendous  thought !  how  links  all  human  race, 
A  point,  an  atom  in  the  field  of  fpace ! 
Yet  ev'n  to  us,  O  Lord !  thy  care  extends, 
Thy  bounty  feeds  us,  and  thy  power  defends  ; 
Yet  ev'n  to  us,  as  delegates  of  thee, 
Thou  giv'ft  dominion  over  land  and  fea  ! 
Whate'er  or  walks  on  earth,  or  flits  in  air, 
Whate'er  of  life  the  watery  regions  bear  : 
AH  thefe  are  ours,  and  for  th'  extenfive  claim 
We  owe  due  homage  to  thy  Hicred  Name. 
Almighty  Power !  how  wonderous  are  thy  ways ! 
How  far  above  our  knowledge  and  our  praife  ! 

H4  ELEGY. 
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ELEGY. 

WRITTEN    AT  HAMVVELL,    IN  HERTFORDSHIRE, 
MPCCLXVIII. 

BY     THE     SAME. 

»— '  I  "THOUGH  kindly  filent  thus  my  friend  remains, 

JL      I  read  enquiry  in  his  anxious  eye  ; 
Why  my  pale  cheek  the  frequent  tear  dillains, 
Why  from  my  bofom  bur  lis  the  frequent  figh.-^ 

Foe  to  the  world's  purfuit  of  wealth  and  fame, 
Thy  Theron  early  from  the  world  retir'd, 

Left  to  the  bufy  throng  each  boafted  aim, 
Nor  aught,  fave  peace  in  folitude,  defir'd  ; 

A  few  choice  volumes  there  could  oft  engage, 
A  few  choice  friends  there  oft  amus'd  the  day  ; 

There  his  lov'd  Parents'  flow- declining  age 
Life's  calm  unvary'd  evening  wore  away. 

Foe  to  the  futilp  manners  of  the  proud, 

He  chofe  an  humble  Virgin  for  his  own ; 
A  mind  with  Nature's  faireft  gilts  endow'd  : 

And  pure  as  vernal  bloffoms  newly  blown  ; 

4  Her 
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Her  hand  flae  gave,  and  with  it  gave  her  heart, 
Her  fond,  fond  faithful  fympathizing  breaft  ; 

Free  without  folly,  prudent  without  art ; 
With  wit  accomplilh'd,  and  with  virtue  bleft* 

Swift  pafs  the  hours ;  alas,  to  pafs  no  more ! 

Flown  like  the  light  clouds  of  a  fummer's  day  ! 
One  beauteous  pledge  the  beauteous  confort  bore. 

The  fatal  gift  forbade  the  giver's  ftay. 

Ere  twice  the  fun  performM  his  annual  round, 

In  one  fad  fpot  where  kindred  aflaes  lie. 
O'er  Wife,  and  Child,  and  Parents  clos'd  the  ground; 

The  final  home  of  man  ordain'd  to  die, 

O  ceafe  at  length,  obtrufive  Mem'ry  !  c-eafe. 
Nor  in  my  view  the  wretched  hours  retain 

That  faw  difeafe  on  her  dear  life  increafe. 
And  Med'cine's  lenient  arts  eflay'd  in  vain. 

O  the  dread  fcene  !   (in  mifery  how  fublime !) 
Of  love's  vain  prayers  to  ftay  her  fleeting  breath ! 

Sufpenfe  that  reftlefs  watch'd  the  flight  of  Time, 
And  helplefs  dumb  Defpair,  awaiting  Death, 

O  the  dread  fcene  I — 'Tis  agony  to  tell. 

How  o'er  the  couch  of  pain  declin'd  my  head ; 

And  took  from  dying  lips  the  long  farewel, 
The  laft,  laft  parting,  ere  her  fpirits  fled. 

Rellore 
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Kellore  her,  Heaven,  as  from  the  grave  retrieve- 
In  each  cahn  moment  all  things  elfe  refign'd. 

Her  looks,  her  language,  fhow  how  hard  to  leave 
The  lov'd  companion  fhe  mull  leave  behind, 

Reitore  her,  Heaven  !  for  once  in  mercy  fpare— — • 
Thus  Love's  vain  prayer  in  anguifli  interpos'd  : 

And  from  Sufpence  gave  place  to  dumb  defpair, 
And  o'er  the  pafl,  Death's  fable  curtain  clos'd. 

In  filence  clos'd — My  thoughts  rov'd  frantic  round, 
No  hope,  no  vvifh,  beneath  the  fun  remain'd ; 

Earth,  air,  and  flcies,  one  difmal  profpeft  frown'd  ; 
One  pale,  dead,  dreary  blank  with  horror  llain'd. 

P  lovely  flower,  too  fair  for  this  rude  clime ! 

O  lovely  morn,  too  prodigal  of  light ! 
O  tranfient  beauties,  blafted  in  their  prime  ! 

O  tranfient  glories,  funk  in  fudden  night ! 

Sweet  Excellence  !  by  all  who  knew  ihee  mourn'd  : 
Where  is  that  blooming  form  my  foid  admir'd  ; 

With  native  artlefs  modefty  adorn'd  :  i  ■ 

With  pity,  meeknefs,  charity,  infpir'd  ? 

The  face  with  rapture  view'd,  I  view  no  more, 
The  voice  with  rapture  heard,  no  more  I  hear : 

Yet  the  lov'd  features  Mem'ry's  eyes  explore  j 
Yet  the  lov'd  accents  fall  on  Mem'ry's  ear. 

Ah 
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Ah  fad>  fad  change  !  the  fource  of  daily  pain 

That  fenfe  of  lofs  ineifable  renews  : 
While  my  rack'd  bofom  heaves  the  figh  in  vain. 

While  my  pale  cheek  the  tear  in  vain  bedews. 

While  o'er  the  grave  that  holds  the  dear  remains, 
The  mould'ring  veil  her  fpirit  Igft  below  ; 

Fond  Fancy  dwells,   and  pours  funereal  flrains, 
The  foul-diffolving  melody  of  woe. 

Nor  mine  alone  to  bear  this  mournful  doom, 

Nor  fhe  alone  the  tear  of  Song  obtains  ; 
The  Mufe  of  Blagdon  »,  o'er  Cons  tan  tia's  tomb. 

In  all  the  eloquence  of  grief  complains. 

My  friend's  fair  hope,  like  mine  fo  lately  gain'd. 
His  heart  like  mine,  in  its  true  partner  bleft  ; 

Both  from  one  caufe  the  fame  diftrefs  fuftain'd. 
The  fame  fad  hours  beheld  us  both  diftrefs'd. 

O  Human  Life !  how  mutable,  how  vain ! 

How  thy  wide  forrows  circumfcribe  thy  joy! 
A  funny  ifland  in  a  ftormy  main, 

A  fpot  of  azure  in  a  cloudy  flcy. 

Yet  love  divine  !  fince  man-,  infatuate  man, 
Refts  in  thy  works,  too  negligent  of  thee, 

Lays  for  himfelf  on  earth  his  little  plan  ; 
Dreads  not,  or  diftant  views  mortality. 

•  See  verfes  written  at  Sandgate  Caftlc  in  memory  of  a  lady,  tjf 
T>x,  Langhorne* 

'Ti» 
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*Tis  but  to  wake  to  nobler  thought  the  foul, 

To  urge  us  ling'ring  from  earth's  fav'rite  plain. 

To  Virtue's  path  our  vague  fteps  to  controul, 
Afflidlion  frowning  comes,  thy  minifler  of  pain  ! 
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WINTER       PROSPECTS 

IN    THE    COUNTRY. 

AN    EPISTLE    TO    A    FRIEND    IN    LONDON,    1756. 

BY     THE     PAME. 


w 


HILE  Learning's  pleafing  cares  my  friend  detain. 
By  Thames's  banks  on  London's  fmoky  plain  j 
Where  fpacious  ftreets  their  peopled  length  extend, 
And  pompous  domes  and  lofty  fpires  afcend  : 
Far  di&rent  views  the  lonely  country  yields, 
Deferted  roads,  and  unfrequented  fields  ; 
Bleak  fcenes,  where  hoary  Winter  holds  command. 
And  from  his  throne  of  clouds  o'erlooks  the  land  j 
He  frowns — the  power  of  vegetation  dies, 
Frofts  bind  the  earth,  and  Tempefts  rend  the  fkies  j 
Or  driving  Snows  dcfcend,  or  pouring  Rains, 
Or  chiliiqg  vapours  hover  o'er  the  plains. 

Sometimes 
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Sometimes  awhile  the  hoary  Tyrant  Heaps, 
Hid  in  his  cave  beneath  the  watery  deeps ; 
The  diftant  fun  extends  a  chearing  ray. 
Bright  fmile  the  Ikies,  and  foft  the  breezes  play : 
Then  airy  lawns  the  morning  walk  invite. 
And  rural  landfcapes  charm  the  roving  fight, 
Mix'd  with  brown  ftubble  leaflefs  woods  are  feen, 
And  neat-plough'd  furrows  clad  in  fcanty  green; 
While  turbid  waters,  edg'd  with  yellow  reeds 
Wind  through  the  ruflet  herd-forfaken  meads ; 
And  groves  that  Winter's  fierceft  rage  difdain 
In  fair  plantations  deck  the  fhelter'd  plain : 
There  painted  hollies  with  red  berries  glow, 
And  the  broad  leaves  the  fhining  laurels  fhow. 

And  pines  and  firs  their  varied  verdure  blend, 

And  cedars  fpread,  and  cyprefles  afcend. 

Pleas'd  with  the  fcene,  I  range  from  field  to  field. 

Till  loftier  lands  remoter  profpedts  yield  j 

And  there  the  curious  optic  tube  apply. 

Till  a  new  world  approaches  on  the  eye ; 

Till  where  dark  wood  the  hills  flope  furface  flirouds ; 

Or  the  blue  fummit  mingles  with  the  clouds ; 

There  fair  inclofures  lie  of  varied  hue. 

And  trees  and  houfes  rife  diftinil  to  view. 
But  this  too  oft  th'  inclement  clime  denies, 

Involv'd  in  mifty  or  in  watery  fkies ; 

And  yet  ev'n  then,  with  books  engag'd,  I  find 

A  fvveet  employment  for  th'  exploring  mind  ; 

Ther* 
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There  fair  Defcrlption  fliews  each  abfent  fcene, 
The  corn- clad  mountain,  and  the  daified  green  J 
There  over  diftant  lands  my  fancy  roves, 
Through  India's  cany  ifles  and  palmy  groves  ; 
Where  clear  ftreams  wander  through  luxuriant  vales, 
'Midil  cloudlcfs  fkies,  and  ever  tepid  gales, 
While  Spring  fits  fmiling  in  her  brighteil  bloom, 
And  calls  around  her  every  rich  perfume. 


HYMN    FROM     PSALM    LXV, 

BY    THE    SAME. 

PRAISE  to  th'  Almighty  Lord  of  ^eaven  arife, 
Who  fix'd  the  mountains,  and  who  fpread  tiie  fkies ; 
Who  o'er  his  works  extends  paternal  care, 
Whofe  kind  protection  all  the  nations  fliare  ; 
Fronr  the  glad  climes  whence  morn  in  beauty  dreft, 
Forth  goes  rejoicing  to  the  fartheil  welt ; 
On  him  alone  their  whole  dependence  lies. 
And  his  rich  mercy  every  want  fupplies. 
O  Thou,  great  Author  of  th'  extended  Whole, 
Revolving  Seafons  praile  thee  as  they  roll: 
By  thee  Spring,  Summer,  Autumn,   Winter  rife, 
Ihou  giv'il  the  frowning,  Thou  the  fmiling  fkies  j 

By 
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By  thy  command  the  foftening  fliower  diflils, 
Till  genial  warmth  the  teeming  furrow  fills  ; 
Then  favouring  funfliine  o'er  the  clime  extends, 
And,  bleft  by  thee,  the  verdant  blade  afcends  : 
Next  Spring's  gay  produfts  cloath  the  flowery  hills, 
And  joy  the  wood,  and  joy  the  valley  fills ; 
Then  foon  thy  bounty  fwells  the  golden  ear. 
And  bids  the  harvefl  crown  the  fruitful  year  : 
Thus  all  thy  works  confpicuous  worflilp  raife, 
And  Nature's  face  proclaims  her  Maker's  praife. 

S        O        N        N        E        T. 

APOLOGY     FOR     RETIREMENT,      1766, 
*y     THE     SAME. 

WHY  alks  my  Friend  what  chears  the  paffing  day, 
Where  thofe  lone  fields  my  rural  home  inclofe ; 
That  me  no  fcenes  the  pompous  city  fhows 
Lure  from  that  rural  refidence  away  ? 

« 

Now  through  my  laurel  groves  I  mufing  flray,    . 
Now  breathe  the  gale  that  o'er  the  lilac  blows, 
Now  in  my  grotto's  folemn  cells  repofe. 
Or  down  the  linooih  vale  wind  at  evening  grey  j 

3  Novr 
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Now  charms  the  lofty  Poet's  tuneful  lay, 
Where  Mnfic  fraught  with  fair  Inftrudion  flows ; 
Now  Delia's  converfe  makes  the  moments  gay, 
The  nymph  for  love  and  innocence  I  chofe  : 
O  Friend  1  the  man  who  joys  like  thefe  can  taftc 
On  Vice  and  Folly  needs  no  hour  to  walle. 

SONNET. 

BY      THE      SAME. 

OF  Adverfe  Fortune  gentle  Shenftone  'plain'd ;  ~ 
The  liberal  foul,  the  tafte  that  Nature  gave  j 
In  narrow  bounds  her  partial  hand  reftraind, 
But  pour'd  profulion  on  the  titled  flave : 

Like  his  my  lot,  alike  by  me  difdain'd 

The  pomp  of  courts,  one  only  boon  I  crave, 

O'er  my  fields  fair  as  thofe  Elylian  feign'd. 

To  bid  the  green  walk  wind,  the  green  wood  wave  j 

On  the  high  hill  to  raife  the  higher  tower. 

To  ope  wide  profpeds  over  dillant  plains. 

Where  by  broad  rivers,  towns  and  villas  rife  ; 

Tafte  prompts  the  wifh,  but  Fortune  bounds  the  power, 

Yet  while  Health  chears,  and  Competence  fuftains  : 

Thefe  more  than  all  Contentment  bids  me  prize. 

SONNET. 
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SO       N       N       E       T. 
T  O     D  E  L  I  A. 

BY     THE     Same. 

THRICE  has  the  year  its  varied  circuit  nitl^ 
And  chearful,  Delia,  have  the  moments  flown," 
Since,  with  my  love  for  thee,  my  care  begua 
To  form  thy  tender  mind  to  virtue  prone. 

The  flatteries  of  my  fex  I  bade  thee  (hun  j 
I  bade  thee  fliun  the  follies  of  thy  own ; 
Fi£Utious  manner*  by  example  won, 
Alike  to  truth  and  innocenee  unknown. 

Say,  blooming  Maiden,  in  whofe  gentle  brcaft 
Reigns  fimple  Nature  undifguis'd  by  Art, 
Now  amply  try'd  by  time's  unerring  teft. 
How  jufl:  the  diftates  of  this  faithful  heart. 
That,  with  the  joys  thy  favouring  fmiles  impart. 
Deems  all  its  cares  repair'd,  itfelf  fupremely  bleft. 

Vol,  IV.  J  SONNET. 
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SONNET. 
TO    BRITANNIA. 

* 

BY    THE    SAME. 

REN bWN*D  Britannia !  lov'd  parental  land, 
Regard  thy  welfare  with  a  watchful  eye. 
Whene'er  the  weight  of  Want's  afflidling  hand 
Wakes  o'er  thy  vales  the  Poor's  perfualive  cry. 

When  Slaves  in  office  Freemen's  rights  withftand, 
When  Wealth  enormous  fets  th'  Oppreflbr  high, 
And  Bribes  thy  du£iile  Senators  command  ; 
Then  mourn,  for  then  thy  Fate  approacheth  nigh. 

Not  from  perfidious  Gaul,  or  haughty  Spain, 
Nor  all  the  neighbouring  nations  of  the  main, 
Though  leagu'd  in  wiar  tremendous  round  thy  Ihore; 
But  from  thyfelf  thy  Ruin  muft  proceed ; 
Nor  boail  thy  Power,  for  know  it  is  decreed,        ^ 
Thy  Freedom  gone,  thy  Power  fliall  be  no  more. 


O  N 


O  tf     READING 

Mrs.  MACAULAY»s  HISTORY  of  ENGLAND.-. 

BY     THE     ^AME. 

TO  Albion's  Bards,  the  Mufe  of  Hiftory  fpoke; 
"  Record  the  glories  of  your  native  land, 
*'  How  her  brave  fons  the  bonds  of  Slavery  broke, 
*'  And  Povi'er's  fell  rod  tore  from  th'  Oppreflbr's  handi 

*'  Give  to  renown  the  Patriot's  noble  deeds^ 

"  Brand  with  difgrace  the  Tyrant's  hated  name ; 

♦♦  Though  Falfliood  oft'  awhile  the  mind  mifleads^ 
"  Impartial  Time  bellows  impartial  Fame," 

She  faid,  and  foon  the  lofty  lyre  they  ftrung. 
But,  artful,  chang'd  the  fubjefl  and  the  lore, 

Appiaufe  of  courts,  and  courtly  flaves  they  fung, 
liut  touch'd  on  Freedorti's  genuine  notes  no  n^ore. 

The  fervile  ftrain  the  Mufe  indignant  heard, 
Anxious  for  Truth,  for  Public  Virtue  warm^ 

5he,  Freedom's  faithful  advocate,  appear'd, 
And  bore  on  earth  the  fair  Ma  caul  ay's  form. 


J  z  SON. 
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SONNET. 

OK  ARBITRARY  GOVERN^MENT, 

BY  THE  SAME.  ^ 

i. 

BOAST  not  your  ftate,  flaves  of  defpotic  fway. 
Where  wanton  Gallia,  'midil:  her  vine-clad  hills. 
Her  olive  bowers,  her  myrtle-fliaded  rilli, 
Her  mild  air^s  fan,  her  genial  fun's  furvey  : 

Nor  ye^  where  Afia  like  a  queen  fits  gay, 

Widil  her.  rich  groves  where  odorous  balm  diflils^- 
And  the  charm'd  eye  th'  Elyfian  landlcape  fills, 

And  hand  in  hand'  young  Spring  and  Autumn  play  r 

Each  boon  to  you  your  haughty  lords  deny, 
And  at  their  will  your  frail  lives  you  refign;  . 
Behold,  and  'midlt  your  flowery  fcenes  repine  I 

Under  bleak  Albion's  cloud-envelop'd  Iky, 
Her  meaneft  fons  fecure  enjoy  their  own, 
And  bow  to  Heaven  and  Liberty  alone. 


'•■'I  i. 


WRIT- 
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WRITTEN  AT  THE  HERMITAGE 
AT  ALDERSBROOK,    MDCCLXL 


BY  MR.  C- 


WHoe'er  thou  art  whom  chance  or  choice  may  bring 
To  thefe  fair  groves  of  venerable  fliade, 
The  group  of  tall  elms  and  the  filver  fpring, 

Blame  not  the  man  who  thefe  his  choice  has  made. 

Haft  thou  not  heard,  that  in  a  venal  age 
Wife  Scipio  from  the  walls  of  Rome  retir'd ; 

Content  to  mufe  on  Nature's  fimple  page^. 

And  fcenes  the  oft'ner  view'd^  the  more  admir'd. 

Silent,  like  him,  oft  let  me  raage  the  wood, 
At  morn's  infpiring  hour,  or  twilight  grey, 

And  frequent  fit  where  Reddon's  ancient  flood 
Winds  through  delightful  meads  its  cryilal  wayj 

Ye  Great!  unenvy'd  'midil:  your  grandeur. fliine, 

Whilfl  days  of  tranquil  Solitude  are  mine ! 

•  In  the  words  of  LInternum,  "  Never  lefs  alone  than  when  ulcac*" 
y/as  iiis  favourite  faying. 

I  3  ADVICE 


(    ii8     ) 
ADVICE  TO  A  SHEPHERD, 

BY    THE     SAME. 

SHEPHERD!  feek  not  wealth  nor  jjowf r , 
Let  the  verdant  woodbine  bower. 
And  the  hills,  and  vales,  and  trees, 
And  the  lonely  cottage  pleafe. 
Can  the  gaudy  gilded  room 
Vie  with  fields  in  vernal  bloom  ? 
Or  Italian  airs  excel 
Plaintive  tuneful  Philomel  ? 
Can  the  futile  arts  of  drefs 
Grace  thy  modeft  Shepherdefs ; 
Happier  in  her  humble  fphere, 
Than  the  daughters  of  the  Peer  ? 
'Midft  the  city's  tempting  glare 
Dwell  Difeafe,  and  Strife,  and  Carcj 
Quit  not  then  the  farm  or  fold, 
Nor  exchange  thy  Peace  for  Gold. 

ODE 
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ODE  ON  AUTUMN. 

WRITTEN  IN  THE  VEAR  M  DCC  LXI. 
BY  THE  SAME. 

ADIEU  the  pleafing  rural  fcene, 
Sequefter'd  fliades  and  meadows  green. 
The  field  thick  fpread  with  llieaves  of  corn. 
The  walk  at  early  hour  of  morn. 

No  linnet's  falutary  fong 
Soft  echoes  now  the  fprays  among : 
No  nightingale's  more  plaintive  Itrain 
Soothes  the  lone  peafant  on  the  plain. 

The  vales  their  chearful  green  refign. 
And  on  their  items  the  flowers  decline : 
No  more  we  wifh  to  pafs  the  hour 
Where  elms  and  lilacs  form  a  bower. 

And  fee  the  fwallows  leave  their  home, 
To  diftant,  warmer  climes  they  roam ; 
Where  zephyrs  cool  and  grateful  fhowers 
Still  wake  the  fair  autumnal  flowers. 

I  4  How 
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How  fade  the  glories  of  the  year ! 
They  bloom  awhile  and  difappear, 
And,  melancholy  truth,  fond  man  I 
Thy  life's  a  flower,  thy  day's  a  fpan, 

Parent  of  All  I  tremendous  Power ! 
Whom  every  realm  and  tongue  adore, 
Whofe  mandate  form'd  earth's  fpacious  plain. 
And  the  immeafurable  rhain  j 

Proftrate  before  thy  throne  we  bow, 
Author  of  circling  feafons  Thou  I 
O  haften  happier  days,  and  bring 
One  Glorious,  One  Eternal  Spring. 


EPITAPH    ON    A    PEASANT, 

BVTHESAME. 

THE  Swain  who  ownM  yon  rural  cQt 
Now  lies  near  this  fequefter'd  fpot. 
With  his  induftrious  faithful  wife 
He  trod  the  path  of  humble  life, 
Nor  kne\Y  the  forrows  which  await 
Th^  trifling  revels  of  the  great ; 

Hefc 
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Here  village  lads  at  evening  hour 
Ghall  ftrew  the  lately  gather'd  flower. 
And  penfive  pymphs  afleinble  here, 
To  filed  a  fympathetic  tear. 
O  Stranger !  thy  fad  tribute  give, 
Like  Danion  die,  like  Damon  live  ! 
For  Virtue  lafting  plaudit  gains, 
When  freed  from  thefe  terreftrial  plains* 

ODE     TO     INDEPENDENCE, 
BY   T.  S  M  O  L  L  E  T  T,   M.  D  «. 

Strophe. 

TH  Y  fpirit,  Independence,  let  me  fhare ! 
Lord  of  the  lion-heart  and  eagle-eye, 
Thy  fteps  I  follow  with  my  bofom  bare, 
Nor  heed  the  llorm  that  howls  along  the  fky. 

Deep 

* 
*  Dr.  Tobias  Smollct  was   born    at  a    fmall   village  within  two 

miles  of  Cameron,  on  the  banks  of  the  river  Eden,  about  the  year 
1710.  He  was  bred  to  the  pra£\ice  of  phyfic  and  forgery,  and  was 
fome  time  on  board  a  fliip  of  war  as  furgeon,  in  which  capacity  he 
ferved  at  the  fiege  of  Carthagena.  At  the  peace  of  Aix-la-Chapelle^ 
in  174?,  he  quitted  his  fea-cmployment,  and  obtaining  a  diploma, 
jUtempted  to  fettle  at  Bath  as  a  phyfician.  His  fuccefs  in  this  under- 
taking 
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Deep  in  the  frozen  regions  of  the  North, 

A  Goddefs  violated  brought  thee  forth, 

Immortal  Liberty,  whofe  look  fublime 

Hath  bleach'd  the  tyrant's  cheek  in  ev'ry .varying  clime; 

What  time  the  iron -hearted  Gaul 

With  frantic  Snperftition  for  his  guide, 

Arm'd  with  the  dagger  and  the  pall. 

The  fons  of  Woden  to  the  field  defy'd  : 

The  nithlefs  hag,  by  Wefer's  flood. 

In  Heaven's  name  urg'd  the  infernal  blow  ; 

And  red  the  ftream  began  to  flow  : 

The  vanquifli'd  were  baptiz'd  with  blood ''." 

AVTISTROPHE. 

The  Saxon  prince  in  horror  fled 
From  altars  ftain'd  with  human  gore; 

taking  being  tineq\3al  to  his  exp'e«ations,  he  rellnqulfhed  the  pra(?ticc 
«f  his  profefTion,  and  devoted  his  attention  entirely  to  literature, 
by  which  he  fuppovted  himfelf  in  a  very  refpti^able  manner  during 
the  remainder  of  his  life.  His  works  of  various  kinds  generally  ac- 
quired the  approbation  of  the  publick,  particularly  his  Novels  and 
Hiftory  of  England.  By  a  fedcntary  life  and  affiduous  applica- 
tion to  fludy,  he  impaired  his  health  i'o  much  as  to  make  it  neceflary 
for  him  to  travel  abroad  in  order  to  his  recovery.  He  obtained  re- 
lief the  firft  time  5  but  relapling,  he  went  again  to  Italy,  and  died 
at  Leghorn  Oflober  2 1,  1771. 

b  Eafttta'd  loitb  llcod,  Sec. J  Charlemagne  obliged  four  thoufand 
Saxon  prjfoners  to  embrace  the  Chrittian  religion,  and  immediately 
after  the3/  were  b3pti7cd  ordered  their  throats  to  be  cur.  Their  prince 
VitikJiid  fled  for  (heker  to  Gotrick  king  of  Penmark. 

3  Aud 
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And  Liberty  his  routed  legions  led 

In  fafety  to  the  bleak  Norwegian  fliore. 

There  in  a  cave  alleep  fhe  lay, 

Lull'd  by  the  hoarfe  refoiinding  main  ; 

When  a  bold  favage  pafs'd  that  way, 

Impell'd  by  deftiny,  his  name  Difdain. 

Of  ample  front  the  portly  chief  appear'd  j 

The  hunted  pear.fupply'd  a  fliaggy  veil ; 

The  drifted  fnow  hung  on  his  yellow  beard ; 

And  his  broad  flioulders  brav'd  the  furious  blafl. 

He  ftopt ;  he  gaz'd  ;  his  bofom  glow'd, 

And  deeply  felt  th'  impreffion  of  her  charms  ; 

He  feiz'd  th'  advantage  Fate  allow'd. 

And  Itraight  comprefs'd  her  in  his  vigorous  arms. 

Strophe. 
The  Curlieu  fcream'd ;  the  Tritons  blew 
Their  fliells  to  celebrate  the  ravifli'd  rite ; 
Old  Time  exulted  as  he  flew^ ; 
And  Independence  faw  the  light. 
The  light  he  faw  in  Albion's  happy  plains. 
Where  under  cover  of  a  flowering  thorn. 
While  Philomel  renew'd  her  warbled  flrains, 
Th'  aufpicious  fruit  of  iLol'n  embrace  was  born. 
The  mountain  Dryads  feiz'd  with  joy 
The  fmiling  infant  to  their  charge  confign'd ; 
The  Doric  Mufe  carefs'd  the  fav'rite  boy ; 
fhe  hermit  Wifdom  ftor'd  his  op'ning  mind. 


Aa 
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As  roiling  years  matur'd  his  age, 

fie  floiirifli'd  bold  and  fincwy  as  his  fire ; 

While  the  mild  paflions  in  his  breaft  alTwage 

The  fiercer  flames  of.  his  maternal  fire. 

Antistrophe. 
Accomplifii'd  th\is,  he  wing'd  his  way, 

And  zealous  rov'd  from  pole  to  pole, 

The  rolls  of  right  eternal  to  difplay, 

And  warm  with  patriot  thoughts  th'  afpinng  foul. 

On  defart  ifles  ^  'twas  he  that  rais'd 

Thofe  fpires  that  gild  th'  Adriatic  wave, 

Where  Tyranny  beheld  amaz'd 

Fair  Freedom's  temple,  where  he  mark'd  her  grav,e. 

He  fleel'd  the  blunt  Bardavian's  arms 

To  burft  th'  Jherian's  double  chain* ; 

And  cities  rear'd,  and  planted  farms, 

Won  from  the  fiiirts  of  Neptune's  wide  domain. 

He,  with  the  generous  ruftics,  fate 

On  Uris'  rocks  in  clofe  divine'^, 

;  ■  •  -v 

d  On  defart  j/Ies,  Sec]  Allhough  Venice  was  builc  a  cctnfiderabi« 
time  before  the  sera  here  affigned  for  the  birth  of  Independence,  the 
republic  had  not  yet  attained  to  any  great  degree  of  power  and  fplendor. 

e  To  bm-Jlth'  Ibtrlani  dvubU  chnn,  &c.]  The  low  countries  were  not 
only  opprefs'ii  by  grievous  taxations,  but  likewife  threatened  wich  the 
eftablilhment  of  the  inqiiifuion  when  the  feven  provinces  revolted| 
and  Ihook  off  the  yoke  of  Spain. 

f  On  Urli'  recks,  Sfc]  Alluding  to  the  known  flory  of  William 
Tell  and  bis  aflbciates,  the  fathers  and  fourJers  of  the  confederacy 
of  the  Swifs  cantons. 

Aa4 
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And  wingM  that  arrow  fure  as  fate 
Which  afcertain'd  the  lacred  rights  of  man. 

Strophe. 
.     Arabia's  fcorching  fands  he  croft  «, 

Where  blaft^d  nature  pants  fupine, 

Conduftor  of  her  tribes  aduft. 

To  Freedom's  adamantine  {hrine  ; 

And  many  a  Tartar  hord  forlorn,  aghaft'*^ 

He  fnatch'd  from  under  fell  Oppreffion's  wing  j 

And  taughty  amidft  the  dreary  vvalle, 

Th'  all-chearing  hymns  of  Liberty  to  ling. 

He  virtue  finds,  like  precious  ore, 

DifFus'd  through  every  bafer  mould  ; 

Ev'n  now  he  ftands  on  Calvis'  rocky  fliore. 

And  turns  the  drofs  of  Corfica  to  gold  i. 

He,  guardian  genius,  taught  my  youth 

Pomp's  tinfel'd  liv'ry  to  defpife  : 

My  lips  by  him  ehaftis'd  to  truth 

Ne'er  paid  that  homage  which  the  heart  denies. 

S  Arabiit's  fcorcMng' fundi,  Scc.J  The  Arabs,  rather  than  relTga 
their  Indepencttncy^have  often  abandoned  their  habitations,  and  en- 
countered all  the  horrors  of  the  defart. 

^  And  many  a  tartar  lord,  Sec]    From  the  tyranny  of  Jenghis- 
Khan,   Titnur-Rec,  and  other  earftern  conquerors,  whok  tribes  of 
Tartars  were  ufed  to  fly  into  the  remoteft  waftes  of  Cathay,  where 
no  army  would  follow  themr, 

»  jindturni  the  drop  of  Corfica,  Sec]  The  noble  ftand  made  by  Pafchal 
J'jioli  and  his  allbciatcs  againft  the  ufurpation  of  the  Prencb  King, 
aiufl.  endear  them  to  all  the  fons  of  liberty  and  independence. 

5  An  T  I- 
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Antistrophe. 
Thofe  fculptur'd  halls  my  feet  fhall  never  tread 
Where  varnifli'd  vice  and  vanity  combin'd, 
To  dazzle  and  feduce  their  banners  fpread. 
And  forge  vile  fliackles  for  the  free-born  mind: 
Where  Infolence  his  wrinkled  front  uprears,    j 
And  all  the  flowers  of  fpurious  fancy  blow, 
And  Title  his  ill- woven  chaplet  wears, 
Full  often  wreath'd  around  the  mifcreant's  brow  j 
Wherever  dimpling  Palfliood,  pert  and  vain, 
Prefents  her  cup  of  ilate  profeffions  froth, 
And  pale  Difeafe  with  all  his  bloated  train 
Torments  the  fons  of  Gluttony  and  Sloth* 

Strophe. 
In  Fortune's  car  behold  that  minion  ride^ 
With  either  India's  glittering  fpoils  oppreft  : 
So  moves  the  fumpter-mule,  in  harneis'd  pride> 
That  bears  the  treafure  which  he  cannot  tafte. 
For  him  let  venal  bards  difgrace  the  bay, 
And  hireling  minllrels  wake  the  tinkling  firing; 
Her  fenfual  fnares  let  faithlefs  Pleafure  lay, 
And  all  her  gingling  bells  fantaflic  Folly  ring : 
Difquiet,  Doubt,  and  Dread  fliall  intervene. 
And  Nature,  ftill  to  all  her  feelings  juft. 
In  vengeance  hang  a  damp  on  every  fcene, 
Shook  from  the  baleful  pinions  of  Difguih 


Ant  I' 
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Antistrophe, 
rCature  111  court  in  her  feqiieller'd  haunts. 
By  mountain,  meadow,  ftreamlet,  grove,  or  cell. 
Where  the  pois'il  lark  his  evening  ditty  chaunts. 
And  Health,  and  Peace,  and  Contemplation  dwell. 
There,  Study  ftiall  With  Solitude  recline. 
And  Friendfliip  pledge  me  to  his  feliovv-rwains ; 
And  Toil  and  Temperance  fedately  twine 
The  flender  chord  that  fluttering  life  Villains'; 
And  fearlefs  Poverty  fliall  guard  the  door ; 
And  Taite  unfpoil'd  the  frugal  table  fpreadj 
And  Induftry  fupply  the  humble  ftore. 
And  fleep  unbrib'd  his  dews  refreftiing  fhed  ; 
White-mantled  Innocence,  etherial  fpright. 
Shall  chace  far  off  the  goblins  of  the  night ; 
And  Independence  o'er  the  day  prefide ; 
Propitious  power !  my  patron  and  ir<y  pride. 


ODE 


ODE       TO       SLEEP. 

BY     THE     SAME. 

O  O  F  T  Sleep,  profoundly  pleafing  power, 

1^    Sweet  patron  of  the  peaceful  hour, 

O  liften  from  thy  calm  abode, 

And  hither  wave  thy  magic  rod  ; 

Extend  thy  filent,  foothing  fway. 

And  charm  the  canker  Care  away. 

Whether  thou  lov'ft  to  glide  along, 

Attended  by  an  airy  throng 

Of  gentle  dreams  and  fmiles  of  joy, 

Such  as  adorn  the  wanton  boy  ; 

Or  to  the  monarch's  fancy  bring 

Delights  that  better  fuit  a  king ; 

The  glittering  hoft,  the  groaning  plain. 

The  clang  of  arms,  and  vidor's  train  j 

Or  ftiould  a  milder  vifion  pleafe, 

Prefent  the  happy  fcenes  of  peace ; 

Plump  Autumn,  blufliing  all  around, 

Rich  Induftry  with  toil  embrown'd, 

Content,  with  brow  ferenely  gay, 

And  genial  Art's  refulgent  ray. 

ODE 
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ODE        TO        M    I    k    T    H, 


P 


BY      tHE      SAME. 

1 

(ARENT  of  Joy!  heart-eafing  Mirth ! 

Whether  6f  Venus  or  Aurora  born. 

Yet  Goddefs  lure  of  heavenly  bhth, 
Vifit  benigii  a  fon  of  Grief  forlorn: 

Thy  ghttering  colours  gay. 

Around  him,  Mirth,  difplayj 

And  o'er  his^  i-af}ti!ir'd  fenfe 

DifFufe  thy  living  influence: 
So  fliall  each  hill  in  |3urer  green  array*d, 
And  flower  adorn 'd  in  niew-borri  beauty  glow  ; 
The  grove  fliall  Imooth  the  horrors  of  his  fliade. 
And  ftreams  in  murmurs  fliall  forget  to  flow; 
Shine,  Gdddefs,  fliine  with  unremitted  ray. 
Arid  gild  (a  fecond'fun)  with  brighter  bfeam  our  day. 

^'ArjfJT    ;:    f^,    ',',,-rf    Kfi'-Y    '•;-,'■ 

Labour  with  thee  forgets  his  pain. 
And  aged  Poverty  can  fmile  with  thee, 
"  If  thou  be  nigh,  Griet's  hate  is  vain, 
And  weak  the  uplifted  arm  of  Tyranny. 
The  morning  opes  on  high 
His  univerfal  eye  ; 
And  on  the  world  doth  pour 
His  glories  in  a  golden  fliower. 
Vol.  IV.  K  Lo! 
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Lo  !  Darknefs  trembling  'fore  the  hoftlle  raj 
Shrinks  to  the  cavern  deep  and  wood  forlorn  ; 
The  brood  obfcene,  that  own  her  gloomy  fway. 
Troop  in  her  rear,  and  fly  th'  approach  of  morn. 
Pale  fhivering  ghofts,  that  dread  th'  all-chearing  light, 
Quick,  as  the  lightning's  flaih,  glide  to  fepulchral  night.  • 

But  whence  the  gladdening  beam 
That  pours  his  purple  flream 

O'er  the  long  profpct5l  wide  ? 
*Tis  Mirth.     I  fee  her  fit 
In  majefly  of  light, 

With  laughter  at  her  fide. 
Brjght-ey'd  Fancy  hovering  near  .  « 

Wide  waves  her  glancing  wing  in  air ; 
i^nd  young  Wit  flings  his  pointed  darty 
That  guiltlefs  ftrikes  the  willing  heart* 
.  Fear  not  now  Afflidion's  power,  |^^  .     - 

Fear  not  now  wild  paflion's  rage. 
Nor  fear  ye  aught  in  evil  hour. 
Save  the  tardy  hand  of  Age. 

Now  Mirth  hath  heard  the  fupplrant  Poet's  prayer  ; 
Mo  cloud,  that  rides  the  bkft,  Ihall  vex  the  troubled  air. 


ODE 
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,      ODETdASlNGlNdBlRD. 

lY     MR;    RICHARDS©  Ni 
OF      QJJEEn's     COLLEGEj      d  X'6  N* 

OThou  that  glad'ft  my  lonefome  hoiirSj 
With  many  a  wildly  warbled  fong, 
When  Melancholy  round  me  lowers^ 

And  drives  her  fallen  florms  aloria  ; 
When  fell  Adverfity  prepares 
To  lead  her  delegated  train, 
Pale  Sicknefs,  Want,  Remorfe^  and  f*ain, 
With  all  her  hoft  of  carking  cares— 
The  fiends  ordain'd  to  tame  the  human  fouly 
And  give  the  humbled  heart  to  fympathy's  controul  j 

Sweet  foother  of  my  mifery,  fay^ 

Why  doll  thou  clap  thy  joyous  wing? 
Why  doll  thou  pour  that  artlefs  lay  ? 
How  canrt  thou,  little  prifoner,  fing? 
Haft  thou  not  caufe  to  grieve 
That  man,  \mpitying  man  !  has  rent 
From  thee  the  boon  which  Nature  meant 
Thou  fhould'ft,  as  well  as  he,  receive, 
The  povi^er  to  woo  thy  partner  in  the  grove. 
To  build  where  in(lin<5^ points,  ^^'here  chance  direcfis,  to  rove  ^ 

K  2  Perchance, 
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Perchance,  uneonfcious  of  thy  fate, 

Arid  to  the  woes  of  bondage  blind^ 
Thou  never  long'll:  to  join  thy  mate, 
Nor  wiQieft  to  be  unconfin'd ; 
■^  Then  how  relentlefs  he, 
And  fit  for  every  foul  offence, 
•  ■    Who  could  bereave  fuch  innocence 

Of  life's  bell  bleffing,  Liberty  ! 
Who  lur'd  thee,  guileful,  to  his  treacherous  fnarc? 
To  live  a  tuneful  {lave,  and  difllpate  his  care  \ 

But  why  for  thee  this  fond  complaint  ? 

Above  thy  mafter  thou  art  bleft : 
Art  thou  not  free  ? — Yes :  calm  Content, 
With  olive  fceptre  fways  thy  breaft: 
Then  deign  with  me  to  live  ; 
The  falcon  with  infatiate  maw, 
.With  hooked  bill  and  griping  claw. 
Shall  ne'er  thy  deftiny  contrive : 
And  every  tabby  foe  fliall  mew  in  vain. 
While  penfively  demure  flie  hears  thy  melting  llrain. 

Nor  fliall  the  fiend,  fell  Famine,  dare 

Thy  vfiry  tenement  aflail ; 
Thefe,  thefe  ftiall  be  my  conftant  care. 

The  limpid  fount,  and  temperate  meal : 
.     And  when  the  blooming  Spring 
In  chequer'd  livery  robes  the  fields, 
The  faireft  flowerets  Nature  yields 
To  thee  officious  will  I  bring ; 

A  garland 


■J.I.L. 
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A  garland  rich  thy  dwelling  fliall  entwine, 
And  Flora's  freflieft  gifts,  thrice  happy  bird,  be  thine. 

Froni  drear  oblivion^'s  gloomy  cave 

The  powerfnl  Mufe  Ihall  wrell  thy  name. 
And  bid  thee  live  beyond  the  grave*— 
This  meed  flie  knows  thy  jrerics  clain:i ; 
She  knows  thy  liberal  hegrt 
Is  ever  ready  to  difpenlb 
The  tide  of  bland  Benevolence, 
And  INIelody's  foft  aid  impart  j 
Is  ready  Hill  to  prompt  the  magic  lay. 
Which  huflies  all  our  griefs,  and  charms  our  pains  away. 


Erewhile  when  brooding  p'er  my  |bul 
Frown'd  the  black  daemons  of  Deipair, 
Bid  not  thy  voice  that  power  countroul. 
And  oft  fupprefs  the  riling  tear  ? 
If  Fortune  fhould  be  kind, 
If  e'er  with  affluence  I'm  blelf, 
I'll  often  feek  fome  friend  diilreity 
And  when  the  weeping  wretch  I  find, 
Then,  tuneful  moraliil,  I'll  copy  thee,     .,^>,  ^^,, 
And  folace  all  his  woes  with  focial  fympathy.    -  ■'—■ 


C  .■v<l » 
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THE  HERMIT. 

BYDR.     GOLDSMITH*. 

«'  'T'^URN,  gentle  Hermit  of  the  dale, 
'  A.     «'  And  gxiidc  my  lonely  way 

^*  To  where  yon  taper  chears  the  valg 
*'  "With  hofpitable  ray. 


<'  foy 


iiii 


*  Dr.  OUver  Goldrmith  was  the  third  fon  of  a  clergymarij  and  was 
^orn  at  Elphin  in  the  county  of  Rofcommon,  in  Ireland,  in  the  year 
J 729.  After  being  infliudtd  in  the  claffics  at  the  fchool  of  Mr. 
Hughes,  he  was  admitted  a  lizer  in  Trinity  College,  Doblin,  on  the 
lith  of  June,  1744.  While  he  refidcd  there,  he  exhibited  no  fpeci- 
mens  of  that  genius,  which,  in  his  maturer  years,  raifed  his  cha- 
jaifVer  fo  high.  On  the  27th  of  February,  1749,  O.  S,  he  obtained 
ihe  degree  of  Batchelor  of  Arts.  Soon  after,  he  tu-ned  his  thoughts 
to  the  profeflion  of  Phyfic ;  and,  having  attended  fome  courfes  of 
anatomy  iti'Dublin,  proceeded  to  Edinburgh  in  the  year  175 1,  where 
he  ftudied  the  fcveral  branches  of  medicine  under  the  different  pro- 
feffors  in  that  univeifity.  In  1 754,  he  quilted  Scotland,  and  went  to 
Rotterdam,  where,  after  a  {hort  ftay,  he  proceeded  to  Bruflels.  He 
then  vifited  great  part  pf  Flanders;  and  pafiing  fome  time  at  Straf- 
bourg  and  Louvain,  where  he  obtained  a  degree  of  Batchelor  in 
Phyfic,  he  accompanied  an  Englifh  gentleman  to  Geneva.  Of  this 
pur  much  of  it  was  made  on  foot,  under  many  difHcuIties,  and  iti 
great  diflrcfs.    On  his  arrival  at  Geneva,  he  was  recommended  a; 

travelling 
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**  For  here,  forlorn  and  loft  I  tread, 

*'  With  fainting  fteps  and  flovr, 
**  Where  wilds  immeafurably  fpread 
**  Seem  lengthening  as  i  go," 

*'  Forbear,  my  fon,"  the  Hermit  cries, 
*'  To  tempt  the  dangerous  gloom, 

*'  For  yonder  faithlefs  phantom  flies 
*'  To  lure  thee  to  thy  doom. 

*'  Here  to  the  houfelefs  child  of  Want 

*•  My  door  is  open  ftill ; 
"  And  though  my  portion  is  but  icant, 

*'  I  give  it  with  good-will : 

"  Then  turn  to-night,  and  freely  fliare    ' ' 

"  Whate'er  my  cell  bellows ; 
**  My  rufliy  couch,  and  frugal  fare, 

*'  My  bleffing  and  repofe. 

travelling  tutor  to  a  young  man  of  fortune,  with  whom  he  went  ta 
the  South  of  France,  where  they  cllflered,  and  parted.  At  length, 
his  curlofity  being  gratified,  he  bent  his  courfe  towards  England,  and 
arrived  at  Doverthe  beginning  of  the  winter  in  the  year  1758.  Hit 
firft  employment  in  London  was  in  the  laboratory  of  a  chymift  near 
Filh  Street ;  he  then  became  Uiher  at  Dr.  Milner's  Academy  at 
Peckham,  on  quitting  which  place  he  commenced  Author,  and  fub- 
fiftcd  on  the  profits  of  his  pen,  which  were  very  confiderable,  during 
the  remainder  of  his  life.  His  death,  which  was  fijppofed  to  be 
haftened  by  the  improper  application  of  James's  Fever  Powder,  hap- 
pened on  the  4ih  day  of  April,  1774,  and  he  was  bjricd  in  the 
Temple  Burial  Ground,  fincc  which  time  a  monument  has  been  placed 
to  his  memory  in  Weftminfter-Abbey. 

K  4  "No 
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"  No  flocks  that  range  the  valley  free 

*'  To  (laughter  I  condeinii; 
"  Taught  by  that  Power  that  pities  me, 

*'  I  learn  to  pity  theai : 

<'  But  from  the  mountain's  grafly  fide 
*'  A  guiltlefs  feaft  I  bring;  -  ■ 

*'  A  fcrip  with  herbs  and  fruits  fupply'd,  ' 
"  And  water  from  the  fpring. 

*'  Then,  pilgrim,  turn,  thy  cares  forego, 
"  All  earth-born  cares  are  wrong: 

*'  Man  wants  but  little  here  below, 
"  Nor  wants  that  little  long." 

Soft  as  the  dew  from  Heaven  defce^idSj 

His  wentle  accents  fell ; 
The  modeit  ftranger  lowly  bends, 

And  follows  to  the  cell. 

Fnr  in  a  wjldernefs  obfcnre 

The  lonely  manfion  lay, 
A  refuge  to  the  neighb'ringpoor, 

And  ftrangers  led  aftray. 

No  fiorcs  beneath  its  humble  thatch 
, :   Requir'd  a  mailer's  cure  j 
The  wicket  opening  with  a  latch 
Receiv'd  the  harmlefs  pair. 


Ana 
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And  now  when  bufy  crowds  retire 
To  take  their  cv'ning  reft, 

The  Hermit  trimm'd  his  little  fire. 
And  chear'd  his  peniive  gueft ; 

And  fpread  his  vegetable  flore. 
And  gaily  preft,  and  fmil'd. 

And,  IkiU'd  in  legendary  lore, 
The  lingering  hoius  beguil'd. 

Around  in  fympathetic  mirth 
Its  tricks  the  kitten  tries, 

The  cricket  chirrups  in  the  hearth. 
The  crackhng  faggot  flies. 

But  nothing  could  a  charm  impart, 
To  foothe  the  flranger's  woe  ; 

For  grief  was  heavy  at  his  heart. 
And  tears  began  to  flow. 


'a 


His  rifing  cares  the  Hermit  fpy'd, 

With  anfwering  care  opprell : 
^^  And  whence,  unliappy  youth,*'  he  cry'd, 

"  The  forrows  of  thy  breail:? 

<'  From  better  habitations  fpurn'd, 

*'  Rehi(R:ant  doft  thou  rove  ? 
?'  Or  grieve  for  friendfliip  unreturn''d, 

^'  Or  unregarded  love  ? 

*'  Alas! 


(     138     ) 

"  Alas !  the  joys  that  fortune  brings 

**  Are  trifling,  and  decay  ; 
••  And  thofe  who  prize  the  paltry  thing* 

•*  More  trifling  ftill  than  they. 

"  And  what  is  Friendfhip  but  a  name, 

**  A  chnrm  that  lulls  to  fleep, 
*'  A  fl)ade  that  follows  wealth  or  fanne, 

*'  And  leaves  the  wretch  to  weep  ? 

•*  And  Love  is  flill  an  emptier  found, 

*'  The  modern  fair-one's  jeft, 
**  On  earth  unfeen,  or  only  found 

*'  To  warm  the  turtle's  neft, 

*'  For  fliame,  fond  youth,  thy  forrows  hufh, 
*'  And  fpurn  the  fex,"  he  faid  : 

But  while  he  fpoke,  a  rifing  blufli 
His  love-lorn  gueft  betray'd, 

Surpris'd  he  fees  new  beauties  rife, 

Swift  mantling  to  the  view, 
Like  colo^irs  o'er  the  morning  fkies, 

As  bright,  as  tranfient  too. 

The  bafliful  look,  the  riling  breafl, 

Alternate  fpread  alarms, 
Tlic  lovely  Ibanger  flands  confefl 

A  maid  in  all  her  charms. 


^^ 


And 
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«*  And  ah  !  forgive  a  flranger  rude, 
*'  A  wretch  forlorn,"  fhe  cry'd, 

«'  Whofe  feet  unhallow'd  thus  intrude 
"  Where  Heaven  and  you  refide. 

<*  But  let  a  maid  thy  pity  fliare, 
**  Whom  Love  has  taught  to  ftray ; 

*'  Who  feeks  for  reft,  but  finds  Defpair 
'*  Companion  of  her  way, 

♦♦  My  father  liv'd  befide  the  Tyne, 

"  A  wealthy  Lord  was  he; 
^*  And  all  his  wealth  was  mark'd  as  mine; 

**  He  had  but  only  me. 

♦♦  To  win  me  from  his  tender  arms 
**  Unnumber'd  fuitors  came ; 

*'  Who  prais'd  me  for  imputed  charms, 
*«  And  felt  or  feign'd  a  flame. 

**  lach  hour  a  mercenary  crowd 
♦<  With  richeft  proffers  ftrove ; 

«*  Among  the  reft  young  Edwin  bow'd, 
**  But  never  talk'd  of  love. 

**  In  humble  fimpleft  habit  clad, 
**  No  wealth  or  power  had  he ; 

**  Wifdom  and  worth  were  all  he  had} 
*•  But  thefe  were  all  to  me. 


««The 
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*'  The  blofTom  opening  to  the  day 
*'  The  dews  of  heaven  refin'd, 

<'  Could  nought  of  purity  difplay 
*'  To  emulate  his  mind. 

*'  The  dew,  the  bloflbms  of  the  tree, 
*'  With  charms  inconllant  fliine  : 

*•  Their  charms  were  his,  but  woe  to  mc, 
"  Their  conftancy  was  mine, 

«'  For  ftill  I  try'd  each  fickle  art, 

'*  Importunate  and  vain; 
*'  And  while  his  paffion  touch'd  my  heart 

"  I  triumph'd.in  his  pain  ;  ! i  Ik.' 

*'  Till,  quite  dejefted  with  my  fcorn, 

*'  He  left  me  to  my  pride, 
*'  And  fought  a  foUtude  forlorn 

*'  In  fecret,  where  he  died.  ,r  ^^ 

"  But  mine  the  forrow,  mine  the  fault, 
*'  And  -well  my  life  fliall  pay, 

**  rU  feek  the  folitude  he  foughr, 
*'  And  ill-etch  me  where  he  lay-— 

**  And  there  forlorn,  defpairing  hki, 

«*  I'll  lay  mc  down  and  die;  . 
"  'Twas  fo  for  me  that  Ed^yin  did,  , 

"  And  fo  for  him  will  I." 


-♦  »* 


♦<  Forbid 


/<-» 


**  Forbid  it,  Heaven  1"  the  Hermit  cry'd, 
And  clafp'd  her  to  his  breaft  j 

The  wond'ring  fair-one  tum'd  to  chide  5 
'Twas  Edwin's  felf  that  preft* 

**  Turn,  Angelina,  ever  dear  3 

*'  My  charmer,"  turn  to  fee 
*♦  Thy  own,  thy  long-loft  Edwin  here, 

**  Reftor'd  to  love  and  thee. 

*'  Thus  let  me  hold  thee  to  my  heart, 

*'  And  every  care  refign  ; 
**  And  fhall  we  never,  never  part, 

*'  My  life— my  all  that's  mine. 

*'  No,  never,  from  this  hour  to  part, 
*'  We'll  live  and  love  fo  true ; 

s. 

•'  The  Iigh  that  rends  thy  conftant  heart, 
«'  Shall  break  thy  Edwin's  too.'* 


«» 


t 
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THE       BELDAMES. 

B  Y   — . 

HAIL,  happy  Beldames !  yoitrs  thofe  joys 
Which  time,  nor  accident  deftroys. 
Sickneis  and  cares  your  bhfs  dilate, 
And  pain  but  whets  your  luft  of  hate. 

The  flower  of  Youth  will  foon  decay, 
Health,   Beauty,  Pleafure,  fade  away: 
Sharp  forrows  lling  the  breaft  humane, 
And  hopes  are  falfe,  and  wiflies  vain. 
But  hence  your  joys  eternal  flow, 
Their  fource  exhauftlefs,  human  woe. 

For  yon  fierce  War  high-piles  his  dead, 
Difeafe  thick-ftrews  her  fqualid  bed ; 
Famine  and  Plagues  their  myriads  fweep. 
And  Tempefts  lafh  th'  all-whelming  deep* 
The  fiery  meteors  hear  your  call. 
And  houfes  blaze,  and  temples  fall. 

But  far  remote  from  Britain's  eye 
The  vafter  fcenes  of  ruin  lie  ; 
The  citiei  in  volcanos  loft, 
The  fcatter'd  realms  in  whirlwinds  toft, 
Or,  feller  fcourge,  a  Tyrant's  brand 
Wide-flaming  o'er  a  blafted  land : 

^  lmperfe<i. 
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twperh^  joy,  the  wrefch  unknown, 
Unmark'd  the  pang,  unheard  the  groan* 
Here  mighty  Horror  fcarce  appears ; 
^     One  plague  perhaps  in  ninety  years : 
And  Faction,  long  depriv'd  of  food. 
Sits  pining  over  public  good  ; 
Or  feeds,  with  felf-tormenting  fpleen. 
In  prefent  blifs,  on  ills  forefeen, 

But  here  more  exquifite  delight 
From  private  woes  foothes  ranc'rous  Spite, 
In  pride  of  youth  our  Frederic  »  dies. 
And  Anguifli  feals  my  Lonfdale's  *>  eyes  i 
'•   t       Richmond*:  his  gen'rous  foul  reflgn'd,    - 
'    And  Ca'ndifli'',  friend  to  human  kind, 
Ev'n  tboughtlefs  *=  Pleafiire  droop'd  her  head. 
While  Britain  wept  o'er  Pelham's  bed. 
Yet  fuch. your  joys,  as  when  the  bell 
^  ^,.  iiFirft  toird  unhappy  Scarborough's  f  knell; 
.!  jfjo.'jtrj  When 

«  Frederic  Prince  of  Wales  diecl  aoth  ©f  March  1751,  aged  45, 
'^  Henry  Lowther  Vifcourit  Lonfdale  died  the  6th  sf  March  1751. 
c  Charles  Lenox,  fecond  Duke  of  Richmond,    died  the  8th  of 
Auguft  1750. 

d  William  Cavcndifh,  third  Duke  of  Devonlhire,  died  the  5th  of 
December  1755.  '■'«  <:i  gfc  ■ 

«  Upon  Mr.  Pelham's  death  the  places  of  public  diverfion  were  for 
.  a  time  deferred. 

f  Richard  Lumley  fecond  Earl  of  Scarborough.     His  death  hap- 
fcncJ  t9th  of  January  1740.   Dr.  Maty,  ff  caking  of  this  nobleman, 

f»ys. 


(.,',44    ) 

When  by  that  hand,  which  thoufands  fedj 

The  bell,  the  braveft  Briton  bled  j  •''. 

And  clos'd  a  life  in  virtue  pad 

With  one  wrong  deed,  his  firlT:  and  laft. 

Whether  impure  and  hard  of  foul 
The  Daughter  g  mix'd  the  deadly  bowl } 
Or  if  feducing^Love  betray'd 
To  crimfes  unknovv'hthe  yielding  maid  j 

fays,  "  A  turn  to  melancholy,  which  fhewecl  itfclf  iu  Ins  coiintc- 
**  nance,  joined  to  an  ill  flate  of  health,  hurried  him  to  an  aft  or 
"  violence  upon  himfelf.  The  morning  of  the  clay  on  which  he  ac- 
**  complilhed  this  refolutlon,  he  paid  a  long  vifit  to  Lord  CHcftprfield^ 
**  and  opentd  himfelf  to  him  with  great  earneftnefs  on  money  fub- 
*' jefts.  As  he  appeared  fomewhat  difcompofedj' hisifriefld  prefled 
**  him  ifi  vain  to  flay  and  dine 'with  him,  which  Tjereftifed,  but 
**  moil  tenderly  embraced  him  at  parting.  It  happened  in  the  courfe 
*'  of  the  converfation, that. fomcthing  was  fpoken  of,  which  related  to 
"  Sir  William  Temple's  negotiations  j  when  the  two  friends  not 
**  agreeing. about  the  circa mifanccs,  LordChefterficld,\vh6fe'  memory 
**  was  at  ctll  times  remarkably  good,  refewed  Lor^  Scai'horoiigh  to  the 
■'^page  of  Sir  William's  Memoirs,  where  the  matter  was  mentioned, 

*'  After  his  Lordfhip's  death,  the  book  was  foun4-open  at  that  very 

«p '.  ^  '■;  ■  I     - .  -       i  s     ^   i   .._  .  *  » .  i  -.   •  -     ^ 

"  paEce.     Thus  he  feems  in  his  lall  moments  to  have  been  ftill  at- 
,''-}■  :^'^  .  _  •.,,].  ..■,>.....■ 

*'  tentive  to  his  frind,  and  defirous  that  he  ftiould  know  he  was  fo. 

**  This  fatal  cataftrophe  was  univerfally  lamented,  tenderly  cenfured, 
->     /*  and   entirely  excufed   by  thofe  who  conCdcred  the  unaccountable 

"  effedls  of  natural  evils  upon  the  human  mind."  Life  of  Lord  Chef- 
,,,  .tejrfi,eld,;^ycil.;.I..-,  p.  9,5.     See  a   charafter  of  .JUoril  Scarborouoh    in 

Cheltcrfield's  Mifcellanies,  vol.  I.  p.  iS^..  b-jl-rl^b  -■    ■   • 

J   .g  Mifs  Blaady  .executed  acOd'ord,,Cth  of  April,  1752,  for  poifonrng 

r'    i»8f.i?illier. 
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Whether  in  weaknels  or  in  guilt,       ^  . 
One  joy  is  fiircj  her  blood  is  fpilt : 
And  ftill  to  raife  the  tranfport  higher. 
Believe  her  innocent  expire  ! 

By  no  degree,  no  fex  defin'd, 
Their  Virtues  ftamp  the  Beldame-kind, 
Who  cringe  and  llandef,  fling  and  fawn, 
Jn  rags,  or  lace,  or  fur,  or  lawn  ; 
Whether  in  perriwigs  or  pinners, 
If  Whitfield's  faints,  or  Arthur's  finners; 
If  now  the  fcold  at  Wapping  flames, 
Or  flaunts  a  Dutchefs  at  St.  James* ; 
Alike,  if  they  revile  or  flatter, 
(Who  lie  in  praife,  will  lie  in  fatire) 
All  the  foul  fifterhood  compofe, 
All  thofe,  and  all  refembling  thofe. 

But  fome,  in  hoary  Age's  train, 
By  fixty  winters  chill'd  in  vain, 
With  hearts  that  melt,  and  nerves  that  feel, 
Difplay  a  breafl  unarm 'd  v^^ith  fteel. 
How  few  are  thefe  !  and  of  thefe  few- 
Good  Heaven  hath  feiz'd  on  Montagus, 
Germain  •>»  yet  lives,  not  half  reveal'd. 
Her  bounties  more  than  half  conceal'd  j 

^  Mary  Dutchefs  of  Montagu,  youngeft  daughter  of  the  great 
Duke  of  Marlborough.     She  died  14  May,  1751. 

>  Lady  Elizabeth  Germain.    She  died  16  Pecennber^  ly^g* 
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And  flioukl  T  ndd'  another  name', 

Biufliingflie  flies  puriuing  Fame. 

For  Inch  is  Virtue's  aukvvard  pride. 

Scarce  more  intent  to  give  than  hide. 

Feace  to  all  luch"ih  filent  ftate, 

So  few,  fcarce  worth  the  Beldame's  hater,- 

'Tis  not  enough  that  .Nature's  plan 
To  Cares,  to  Death  predeilines  Man  ; 
That  ev'n  thofe  few,  we  happy  call, 
-Bend  to  the  gen'ral  doom  of  all, 
While  blifs,   a  fcanty  portion,  flow? 
Mixt  in  the  ftream  of  bitter  woes : 
Not  one  efcapes  the  Beldame's  hate, 
Great  leveller  to  one  eftate. 

As  in  the  fun's  meridian  blaze 
A  cloud  obfcene  of  infefts  plays. 
Or  with  invenom'd  fting  invadds  • 
The  quiet  of  feque'fter'd  fliades, 
Now'ivv^tm's-  on  filth,  and  now. pollutes 
The  neftar  of  the  faireft  fruits  : 
So  through  each  rank,  through  ev'ry  ftage,- 
Wanton-s  the  ceafelefs  Beldame's  rage.        ' 
Sublimely  rapt  in  patriot  heat. 
Furious- ftie  Ihakes  the  Monarch's  feat, 
Now  Hooping  Spurns  the  lowly  cell 
jiiitj  ^!?^h^ef4al'm  Content,  and  Concord  dwclf. 
Well  pleas*d  degraded  worth  to  lee, 
Or  fdohs'load  the  groaning  tree. 
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Yet  fhall  the  tear  of  Pity  flow. 
Yet  fliall  her  hand  exalt  the  low  ; 
Shall  pull  aipiring  Merit  down, 
And  deck  the  bale  with  Honour's  crown ; 
Intent  to  lovv'r,  not  fond  to  raife, 
Hatred  her  friendlliip,  fpite  her  pralfe.  _    , 

Or  when  fome  all-refpe^ted  name, 
High-borne  upon  the  tide  of  Fame, 
In  Glory's  pomp  refiftlefs  draws 
A  nation  breathlefs  in  applaufe ; 
The  Beldame  loud  exalts  her  voice. 
And  bids  a  gladden'd  world  rejoice  ; 
Yet  then  diflembling  Art  will  blend 
The  unwilling  cenfure  of  a  Friend  : 
Lavifli  in  praife  flie  pours  her  foul, 
But  one  exception  damns  the  whole. 

Behold  the  fiend  all  pallid  ftand, 
A  pencil  trembl  ng  in  her  hand  : 
See  Malice  mix  the  various  dyes 
Of  fainter  truths,  and  bolder  lies. 
The  deep'ning  gloom  thick  fpreads  around 
Andlow'ring  fhades  the  dufky  ground. 
There  Sicknefs  blights  the  cheek  of  Healthj 
And  Beggary  foils  the  robe  of  Wealth. 
Here  Columns  moulder  in  decay ; 
There  Virtue  fets  Vvith  dubious  ray. 
Now  heavenly  Beauty  fades,  and  now 
The  laurel  droops  on  Valour's  brow. 

L  z  --    Around 
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Around  the  Daemon  throngs  her  racCj 
The  weak,  the  bufy,  and  the  bafe  ; 
Eager  to  copy  and  difperfe : 
Hence  fland'rous  Profe,  and  ribald  Vcrfe ; 
The  heaps  that  crowd  Suilla's  board. 
And  fvvell  wife  Paulo's  precious  hoard. 
There  Scandal  all  its  flore  unload?, 
Ballads,  and  Epigrams,  and  Odes  : 
Stern  Party  whets  her  blunted  knife. 
And  ftabs  the  Hufband  through  the  Wife  j 
While  Notes  hiftorically  fage 
Fill  the  broad  margin  of  each  Page  ; 
Initials,  dafhes  well  fupply'd. 
And  all  that  fear  or  fliame  would  hide ; 
Faithful  record  for  future  times 
To  harden  by  their  fathers'  crimes ^ 

No  Beldam  Bard  with  phrenzy  fir'd. 
No  prophetefs  by  hell  infpirM, 
Creative  boafts  fo  rich  a  vein 
As  fwells  the  Beldame's  teeming  brain, 
And  mocking  ftudy,  wit,  and  lenfe. 
Flows  in  unletter'd  eloquence. 

Thus  beyond  Truth's  contracted  line 
Invention's  Univerfe  is  thine. 
Thine  every  tale  that  Fi6tion  brings. 
Whether  flie  foars  with  painted  wings, 
Or  plunges  in  the  depths  of  night 
For  horrid  deeds,  unknown  to  light. 
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There  flioiild  ihe  mark  fome  real  blot, 
Though  long  forgiv'n,  though  long  forgot ; 
God's  cancel'd  Grace  her  rage  refumes. 
The  crime  rejudg'd,  the  man  fhe  dooms  j 
In  deeper  dyes  Ihe  fpreads  the  ftain, 
And  pitying  Heaven  relents  in  vain. 

Fitly,  o'er  Libya's  horrid  fand, 
The  javelin  arms  the  huntfman's  hand. 
Lo  !  where  the  mangled  traveller  lies, 
Drawn  by  the  falfe  Hyaena's  cries ; 
And  dreadful  ftalking  o'er  the  plain. 
The  Lion  fhakes  his  brindled  mane. 
But  why  fhall  barb'roiis  Rage  invade 
The  tenant  of  yon  peaceful  fliade, 
While,  ifluing  with  the  morning's  dawn, 
Playful  flie  prints  the  dewy  lawn  ? 
O  why  that  hoftile  pomp  prepare 
To  vex  the  timorous  harmlefs  hare  ? 
As  if  fome  monfter,  yet  untam'd, 
Single  a  hoft  of  Heroes  claim'd  : 
While  Echo  o'er  the  hills  refounds 
Horfemen,  and  fteeds,  and  horns,  and  hounds. 

Such,  nor  lefs  eager  in  their  chace, 
Forth  fprings  the  clam'rous  Beldame  race  ; 
Harfti  Chorus  of  difcordant  notes 
From  yelping  tongues  and  tjme-crack'd  throats: 
Where  lewder  Youth  outftrips  the  wind, 
Anii  limping  Eighty  lags  behind ; 

L  3  Ye? 
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Vet  faithful  to  the  beaten  track 
The  flow-pac'd  fluggard  hunts  the  pack. 
Meek  Virtue  to  the  covert  flies 
With  panting  heart  and  clouded  eyes. 
Ah  I  fpare  the  gentle  coward's  fears 
Who  only  anfwers  with  her  tears ; 
And  trciTibles  at  imputed  fin, 
Though  all  be  innocence  within. 

But  Lions  to  their  fliaggy  breail: 
Shall  fotl'ring  prefs  the  fearlefs  gucil ; 
The  footh'd  tlycena  flied  a  tear 
O'er  prollrate  man,  with  foul  fuicere  i 
The  Prieft  with  hefitating  hand 
Awhile  fufpend  th'  uplifted  bratid  ; 
Ere  Fity  melts  the  Beldame's  eyes, 
Glutted  with  human  facrifice. 
,    With  liquid  fire  the  goblet  crown'd, 
The  livid  tapers  gleaming  round, 
While  Wifdom,  Valour,  Beauty  fleep. 
The  midnight  hags  their  fabbath  keep  : 
And  recent  from  impure  delights 
Fell  Hecat'  leads  th'  infernal  rites. 
O'er  her  wan  cheek  diffufely  fpread 
Fierce  glares  the  bright  Vermillion's  red, 
The  borrow'd  hair  in  ringlets  flows 
Adown  her  neck  of  art-form'd  fnows ; 
While  baleful  drugs  in  vain  renew 
Departing  Beauty's  faded  hue, 
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Some  fpotlefs  name  their  rage"  dfertisfrida; 
The  name  rebellowing  through  the  bands  j 
Some  holy  Sage  of  fainted  life, 
A  Virgin  pure,  a  fnithful  Wife. 
And  you,  who  dauntlefs  dar'd  to  brave 
The  ruthlefs  foe  and  threat'ning  wave, 
Vainly  you  'fcap'd  th' unequal  fight; 
Deep  yawns  the  gulph  of  deadlier  fpite  ; 
There  plung'd— th'  infatiate  Beldames  roar, 
And  the  wide  ruin  gapes  for  more. 

Where  trees  their  mantling  foliage  fpread, 
And  rofes  bend  their^blooming  head. 
Ye,  Virgins,  tread  with  cautious  feet, 
And  cautious  pluck  the  tempting  fweet ; 
There  lurks  the  fnake  wath  fpeckled  ere  11, 
There  broods  the  toad  with  bloated  breall ; 
With  poifons  dire  the  reptiles  fiil'd. 
From  Heaven's  tranfparent  dews  dillill'd. 
—But  O  !  more  wary  trace  the  maze. 
Where  Youth  in  frolic  paftime  plays : 
There  dread  the  fpite-fwoln  Beldame's  wrath. 
Glancing  through  PJeafure's  flow'ry  path. 
And  fubtle  drawing  foul  offence 
From  the  chafte  breath  of  innocence. 

Or  fhould  the  tender  bofom  yield, 
Tranfpiere'd  through  Honor's  frailer  fliield  ; 
O  Virtue,  fmooth  thy  brow  auflere^ 
Accept  the  penitential  tear ; 
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Raife  the  fall'n  mourner  from  the  ground, 
And  pour  fweet  mercy  o'er  the  wound; 
Nor  join  thefe  furies  in  the  chace, 
Nor  drive  her  'midft  that  hellifh  race. 
Angels  fhall  hear  the  fuppliant's  voice, 
And  Beldames  howl,  and  Heaven  rejoice. 

Let  the  obdurate  Stoic's  pride 
Climb  the  fleep  mountain's  craggy  fide  ^ 
Where  far  remote  from  mortal  ken 
Virtue  ufurps  the  Tyger's  den, 
And  fcowling  on  the  crowd  below 
Nor  feels,  nor  pities  human  woe. 
Let  holy  zeal,  with  frantic  mien, 
And  haggard  look  and  garb  obfcene, 
Spurn  every  gift  the  Heavens  difpenfe, 
And  pine  in  fallen  abflinence  ; 
Yet  drink  with  eager  ears  and  eyes 
The  tortur'd  wretches  agonies. 

Hence,  hell-born  Fiends  !  nor  dare  bely 
The  Seraph  with  indulgent  eye  : 
Whence  Science  beams  eternal  dav, 
Enlight'ning  millions  with  her  ray  ; 
Whence  Arts  their  genial  influence  fpread 
O'er  fmiling  Nature's  teeming  bed  ; 
W^hence  Bounty  with  extended  hand 
Scatters  her  bleilings  o'er  the  land  ; 
And  love,  the  univerfal  foul, 
Teryades,  unites,  infpires  the  whole. 
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So  Virtue  dwelt,  celeftial  gueft, 
O  Lonfdale  !  in  thy  fpotlefs  breaft. 
Though  pure  as  Heaven  from  moral  ftain, 
Though  torn  with  unrelenting  pain, 
Twas  thine  for  others  woes  to  melt. 
And  pardon  frailties  never  felt. 
While  Youth  thy  gayer  converfe  fought. 
And  Age  inftruded  heard  and  thought. 

And  thou,  my  Friend,  for  fuch  my  claim, 
And  fuch  my  beft,  my  dearert  Fame, 
Though  Time  with  flirivel'd  fingers  throws 
Thick  o'er  thy  head  unmingled  fnov;s, 
Still  in  that  eye  the  fpark  divine 
Shall  with  unfading  luftre  fhine  ; 
Still  flow  the  ftream  of  copious  fenfe 
Clear  as  in  Attic  eloquence. 

So  through  the  meadow's  filver  bed, 
With  lilies  and  with  fnow-drops  fpread, 
Far-honour'd  Thames,  our  Britain's  pride, 
Majeftic  rolls  his  eryftal  tide, 
Where  many  an  ancient  brook  diflils 
Its  wealth  in  tributary  rills. 

And  in  the  fecial  happy  hour 
Well  fav'd  from  ftate,  and  cares,  and  power, 
Long  may  I  come  a  welcome  guefl 
To  fhare  the  treafures  of  that  breait. 
Where  Spleen  ne'er  rankled  at  the  heart, 
Jslor  Malice  lodg'd  her  ru%  dart, 
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ODE    TO    THE   RIVER    EDEN^ 

BY    DR.  J.  LANGHORNEb. 

DElightfxil  Eden  !  parent  flream, 
Yet  fliall  the  maids  of  Mem'iy  fay, 
When,  led  by  Fancy's  fairy  dream, 

My  young  fteps  trac'd  thy  winding  way ; 
How  oft  along  thy  mazy  fliore, 
Where  flowly  wav'd  the  willows  hoar. 

In  penfive  thought  their  poet  flray'd; 
Or,  dozing  near  thy  mcadow'd  fide. 
Beheld  thy  dimply  waters  glide, 

Bright  through  the  trembling  fliade. 

Yet  fhall  they  paint  thofe  fcenes  again. 

Where  once  with  infant-joy  he  play'd, 

And  bending  o'er  thy  liquid  plain. 

The  azure  worlds  below  furvey'd  : 

*  In  the  county  of  Weftmoreland, 

*  Dr.  John  Langhorne  was  the  fon  of  a  clergyman,  and  was  bom 
at  Kirby  Stephen  in  Weft  moil  and.  After  entering  into  holy  orders, 
he  became  tutor  to  the  fons  of  Mr.  Cracroft,  a  Lincolnlhire  gentle- 
man, whofe  daughter  he  married.  This  lady  in  a  Ibort  time  died, 
and  the  lofs  o[  her  was  very  pathetically  lamented  by  her  hulband 
in  a  monody  dedicated  to  her  mrmory.  Dr.  Langhorne  held  the 
I'.v'iig  of  Blagdm  in  Sonn-dctlhlrc,  and  died  the   ift  of  April  1779. 
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Led  by  the  rofy-handed  Hours, 

When  Time  tript  o'er  that  bsnk  of  flowers. 

Which  in  thy  cryftal  bofom  fmil'd  : 
Though  old  the  God,  yet  light  and  gay. 
He  flung  his  glals,  his  fcythe  away, 

And  feem'd  himfelf  a  child. 

The  poplar  tall,  that  waving  near 

Would  whifper  to  thy  murmurs  free ; 
Yet  ruftling  feems  to  ibothe  mine  ear, 

And  trembles  when  I  figh  for  thee. 
Yet  feated  on  thy  flielving  brim, 
Can  Fancy  fee  the  Naiads  trim 

Burnifla  their  green  locks  in  the  fun ; 
Or  at  the  laft  lone  hour  of  day, 
To  chace  the  lighty  glancing  jay, 

In  airy  circles  run. 

But,  Fancy,  can  thy  mimic  power 

Again  thofe  happy  moments  bring  ? 
Canft  thou  reftore  that  golden  hour, 

When  young  Joy  wav'd  his  laughing  wing  ? 
When  firft  in  Eden's  rofy  vale, 
}i1y  full  heart  pour'd  the  lover's  tale. 

The  vow  fincere,  devoid  of  guile  ! 
While  Delia  in  her  panting  breaft, 
With  fighs,  the  tender  thought  fuppreft, 

And  look'd  as  angels  fmile. 

O  Goddeffi 
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O  Goildefs  of  the  cryftal  brow. 

That  dweirft  the  golden  meads  among  ; 
Whofe  flreams  ftill  fair  in  memory  flow, 

Whofe  murmurs  melodize  my  fong ! 
O  !  yet  thofe  gleams  of  joy  difplay, 
Whieh  bright'ning  glow'd  in  Fancy's  ray, 

When,  near  thy  lucid  urn  reclin'd, 
The  Dryad,  Nature,  bar'd  her  breaft, 
And  left,  in  naked  charms  impreft, 

Her  image  on  my  mind. 

In  vain — the  maids  of  Memory  fair 

No  more  in  golden  vifions  play  ; 
No  friendlliip  fi>iooths  the  brow  of  pare, 

No  Delia's  fmile  approves  my  lay. 
Yet,  love  and  fnendfliip  loil  to  me, 
*Tis  yet  fome  joy  to  think  of  thee, 

And  in  thy  breaft  this  moral  find ; 
That  life,  though  ftain'd  with  forrow's  fhowjErs^ 
Shall  flow  ferene,  while  Virtue  pours 

Her  funfliiuc  on  the  mind. 
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ON  THE  DUTCHESS   OF   MAZARIN's 
RETIRING   INTO   A   CONVENT. 

BY     THE     SAME. 

YE  holy  cares  that  haxmt  thefe  lonely  cells, 
Thefe  fcenes  where  falutary  fadnefs  dwells ; 
Yc  fighs  that  minute  the  flow  wafting  day, 
Ye  pale  regrets  that  wear  my  life  away  ; 
O  bid  thefe  pafllons  for  the  world  depart, 
Thefe  wild  defires,  and  vanities  of  heart  1 
Hide  every  trace  of  vice,  of  follies  paft. 
And  yield  to  Heaven  the  viftory  at  laft. 

To  that  the  poor  remains  of  life  are  due, 
'Tis  Heaven  that  calls,  and  I  the  call  purfuc. 
Lord  of  my  life,  my  future  cares  are  thine, 
My  love,  my  duty,  greet  thy  holy  Ihrine : 
No  more  ray  heart  to  vainer  hopes  I  give, 
But  live  for  thee,  whofe  bounty  bids  me  live. 

The  Power  that  gave  thefe  little  charms  their  grace. 

His  favours  bounded,  and  confin'd  theix  fpace  j 

Spite  of  thofe  charms  ftiall  time,  with  rude  effay. 

Tear  from  the  cheek  the  tranfient  wf^  away ; 
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ifeut  the  free  mind,  ten  thoufand  ages  pa(V, 
Its  Maker's  form,  ftiall  with  its  Maker  laft. 

Uncertain  objecfts  flill  our  hopes  employ  ; 
Uncertain  all  that  bears  the  name  of  joy  I 
Of  all  that  feels  the  injuries  of  fate 
Uncertain  is  the  fearch,  and  fliort  the  date  : 
Yet  ev'n  that  boon  what  thoufands  wifti  to  gain  ? 
That  boon  of  Death,  the  fad  refource  of  pain ! 

Once  on  my  path  all  fortune's  glory  fell, 
Her  vain  magnificence,  and  courtly  fwell : 
Love  touch'd  my  foul  at  leaft  with  foft  dehres, 
And  Vanity  there  fed  her  meteor  fires. 
This  truth  at  lafl:  the  mighty  fcenes  let  fall, 
An  hour  of  Innocence  was  worth  them  all. 

Lord  cf  my  life  !  O  let  thy  facred  ray 
Shine  o'er  my  heart,  and  break  its  clouds  away  I 
Deluding,  fiatt'ring,  faithlefs  world  adieu  ! 
Long  haft  thou  taught  me  God  is  only  true. 
That  God  alone  I  truft,  alone  adore. 
No  more  deluded,  and  mifled  no  more. 

Come,  facred  hour,  when  wav'ring  doubts  ftiall  ceafe  I 
Come,  holy  fcenes  of  long  repofe  and  peace ! 
Yet  fliall  my  heart,  to  other  interefts  true, 
A  moment  balance  'twixt  the  word  and  you  ? 
Of  penfive  nights,  of  long-reflefting  days, 
Be  yours,  at  laft,  the  triumph  and  the  praife  ! 
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Great  gracious  Matter !  whofe  unbounded  fway, 
Felt  throu^  ten  thoufand  worlds,  thofe  worlds  obey. 
Wilt  thou  for  once  thy  awful  glories  fliade. 
And  deign  t'  efpoufe  the  creature  thou  hail  made  ? 
All  other  ties  indignant  I  dilclaim, 
Diflionour'd  thole,  and  infamous  to  name  ! 

O  fatal  ties,  for  which  fuch  tears  I've  flied. 
For  which  the  pleafures  of  the  world  lay  dead ! 
That  world's  foft  pleafures  you  alone  difarm ; 
That  world  without  you  flill  might  have  its  charm. 
But  now  thofe  fcenes  of  tempting  hope  I  cloie, 
And  feek  the  peaceful  ftudies  of  Repofe  ; 
Look  on  the  pall  as  time  that  ftole  away. 
And  beg  the  bleffings  of  a  happier  day.    : 

Ye  gay  faloons,  ye  golden-vefted  halls, 
Scenes  of  high  treats,  and  heart-bewitching  balls! 
Drefs,  figure,  fplendor,  charms  of  play,  farewel, 
And  all  the  toilet's  fcience  to  excel ! 
Ev'n  Love,  that  ambufh'd  in  this  beauteous  hair,    ' 
No  more  fliall  lie,  like  Indian  archers,  there. 
Go,  erring  Love !  for  nobler  objects  given ! 
Go,  beauteous  hair,  a  facrifice  to  Heaven ! 

Soon  (hall  the  veil  thefe  glowing  features  hide. 
At  once  the  period  of  their  power  and  pride  ! 
The  haplefs  lover  fliall  no  more  complain 
Of  vows  unheard,  or  unrewarded  pain  ; 
While  calmly  fleep  in  each  untortur'd  breaft 
My  feeret  forrow,  and  his  fighs  profeft. 


Go. 
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Go,  flattering  train !  and  flaves  to  me  no  more^ 
With  the  fame  fighs  feme  happier  fair  adore  I 
Your  alter'd  faith  I  blame  not,  nor  bewail— 
And  haply  yet  (what  woman  is  not  frail  ?) 
Yet,  haply,  might  I  calmer  minutes  prove^-- 
If  he  that  lov'd  me  knew  no  other  love  I 

Yet  were  that  ardor,  which  his  breall  infpir'd, 
By  charms  of  more  than  mortal  beauty  fir'd. 
What  nobler  pride  !  could  I  to  Heaven  refign 
The  zeal,  the  fervice  that  I  boailed  mine  ! 
O  change  your  falfe  defires,  ye  flatt'ring  train ! 
And  love  me  pious,  whom  ye  love  profane ! 

Thefe  long  adieus  with  lovers  doom'd  to  go, 
Or  prove  their  merit,  or  my  weaknefs  fliew  ; 
But  Heaven,  to  fuch  foft  frailties  lefs  fevere»-. 
May  fpare  the  tribute  of  a  female  tear, 
May  yield  one  tender  moment  to  deplore 
-Thof«  genti*  hearts  tlut  I  mail  hold  no  mqrc. 


ODE 
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6'N    the    duke    of    YORK'S     SECOND    DEPARTURE     FROM 
ENGLAND    AS    REAR    ADMIRAL- 

WRITTEN    ABOARD    THE    ROYAL    GEORGE, 

BY    WILLIAM    FALCONER  ^, 

AGAIN  the  royal  ftreamers  play  ! 
To  glory  Edward  haftes  away  ; 
Adieu,  ye  happy  filvan  bowers, 

Where  Pleafure's  fprightly  throng  await  I 
Ye  domes,  where  regal  Grandeur  towers 
In  purple  ornaments  of  ftate ! 

*  A  native  ofScatland,  who  was  brought  up  to  the  fea-ftrvlce,  in 
which  he  appears  to  have  really  experienced  the  dangers  he  fo  feel- 
ingly defcribes  in  his  poem  entitled,  The  Shipwreck.  At  the  timd 
of  the  publication  of  that  work  his  fituation  was  little  better  thaii 
that  of  a  common  Sailor,  but  the  genius  it  difplayed  foon  occafioned 
him  to  be  noticed;  and  he  received  the  appointment  of  Purfei*  to  the 
Royal  George.  In  1769  he  pnblrilhed  a  Marine  Diftionary,  which 
is  allowed  to  be  a  very  ufeful  performance  to  thofe  of  his  profeffion  i 
and  foon  afterwards  embarked  on  board  the  Aurora,  to  fettle  in  the 
Eaft  Indies.  He  arrived  at  the  Cape  of  Good  Hope  in  December 
1769,  and  failed  from  thence  foon  after;  but  fince  that  time  no  ac- 
count has  been  heard  of  the  veflel,  which,  with  all  her  ere  w>  is  fup- 
pofed  to  haVe  periflled, 

M  Ye 
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Ye  fceries  where  Virtue's  facred  flrairf 
Bids  the  tragic  Miife  complain  I 
Where  Satire  treads  the  comic  llage. 
To  fcourge  and  mentJ  a  venal  age. 
Where  Mufic  pours  the  foft,  melodious  la_^v 
And  melting  Symphonies  congenial  play ! 
Ye  filken  Sons  of  Eafe,  who  dwell 
In  flowery  vales  of  Peace,  farewel  \ 

In  vain  the  Goddefs  of  the  myrtle  grove' 

Her  charms  ineffable  difplays  ; 
In  vain  (lie  calls  to  happier  realms  of  Lov^>  ^ 
Which  Spring's  unfading  bloom  arrays  j  t~\ 
In  vain  her-Iiving  rofes  blovv, 
And  ever-vernal  pleafures  grow  ; 
The  gentle  fports  of  youth  no  more 
Allure  him,  to  the  peaceful  fliore : 
Arcadian  eafe  no  longer  charms, 

For  V/ar  and  Fame  alone  can  pleafe»  /  i 

His  throbbing  bofom  beats  to  arins, 
To  War  the  Hero  moves,  through  florms  and  winteiy  Teas* 

CHORUS. 

Thp  gentle  fports  of  youth  no  morft 
Allure  him  to  the  peaceful  fliore, 
For  War  and  Fame  alone  can  pleafe, 
To  War  the  Hero  moves,  through  ftorms  and  wintery  feafi^ 

Though  Danger  s  hbfllle  train  appears 
'  To  thwart  the  courfe  that  Honour  fleers  j 

6  Unmov'd 
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tJhmov*d  he  leads  the  rugged  way, 

Defpifing  peril  and  difmay  j 

His  country  calls ;  to  guard  her  laws, 
Lo !  every  joy  the  gallant  youth  refigns  ; 

Th'  avenging  naval  fvvord  he  draws, 
Atid  o'er  the  waves  condu6ls  her  martial  lines : 

Hark  I  his  fp rightly  clarions  play, 

Follow  where  he  leads  the  way ! 

The  piercing  fife,  the  foiftding  dnim, 

Tell  the  deeps  their  Mailers  come : 

CHORUS, 

Hark  !.  his  fprightly  clarions  play. 
Follow  where  he  leads  the  way  ! 
The  piercing  fife,  the  founding  drum. 
Tell  the  deeps  their  Mailers  come.  ^ 

Thus  Alcmena's  warlike  Son 

The  thorny  courfe  of  Virtue  rim. 

When,  taught  by  her  unerring  voice, 
He  made  the  glorious  choice: 

Severe,  indeed,  th'  attempt  he  knew, 

Youth's  genial  ardors  to  fubdue  : 
For  Pleafure  Venus'  lovely  form  affum'd. 

Her  glowing  charms  divinely  bright. 
In  all  the  pride  of  Beauty  bloom'd. 

And  flruck  his  ravilli'd  fight, 

M  2  Transfix'd, 
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Translix'd,  amaz'd,- 
Alcides  gaz'd  : 
Inchanting  grace 
Adorn'd  her  face. 
And  all  his  changing  looks  confeft 
Th'  alternate  palfions  in  his  breaft  : 
Her  fwelling  bofom  half-reveal'd, 

Her  eyes  that  kindling  raptures  fir'd, 
A  thoufand  tender  pains  inftill'd, 

A  thoufand  flatt'ring  thoughts  infpir'd : 
Perfuafion's  fweeteft  language  hung 
In  melting  accent  on  her  tongue : 
Deep  in  his  heart,  the  winning,  tale 

Infus'd  a  magic  power ; 
She  preft  him  to  the  rofy  vale,- 

And  fliew'd  th'  elyfian  bovver  : 
Her  hand  that  trembling  ardors  move, 
Condufts  him  blufliing  to  the  bleft  alcove  : 
Ah  !  fee  o'erpower'd  by  Beauty's  charms, 
And  won  by  Love's  refilHefs  arms, 
The  captive  yields  to  Nature's  foft  alarms ! 

CHORUS. 

Ah !  fee  o'erpower'd  by  Beauty's  charms, 
And  won  by  Love's  refiftlefs  arms, 
The  captive  yields  to  Nature's  foft  alarms  I 

Affift,  ye  guardian  Powers  a.bove! 
From  Ruin  fave  the  Son  of  Jove  ! 


By 
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By  heavenly  mandate  Virtue  came. 

And  check'd  the  fatal  flame : 
Swift  as  the  quivering  needle  wheels, 
Whqfe  point  the  magnet's  influence  feels. 
Infpir'd  with  awe. 
He,  turning,  faw 
The  Nymph  divine 
Tranfcendent  fliine ; 
And,  while  he  view'd  the  godlike  maid, 
His  heart  a  facred  impulfe  fway'd  ; 
His  eyes  with  ardent  motion  roll. 
And  Love,  Regret,  and  Hope,  divide  his  foul. 
But  foon  her  words  his  pain  dellroy. 
And  all  the  numbers  of  his  heart, 
Return'd  by  her  celeflial  art. 
Now  fwell'd  to  ftrains  of  npbler  joy. 
Inftrufted  thus  by  Virtue's  lore. 
His  happy  fteps  the  realms  explpre, 
Where  guilt  and  error  are  no  more  : 
The  clouds  that  veil'd  his  intelleiftual  ray. 
Before  her  breath  difpelling,  melt  away : 
Broke  loofe  from  Pleafure's  glittering  chain. 
He  fcorn'd  her  foft  inglorious  reign  : 
Convinc'd,  refolv'd,  to  Virtue  then  he  turn'd, 
And  in  his  breaft  paternal  glory  burn'd, 

CHORUS. 

Broke  loofe  from  Pleafure's  glittering  chain, 
He  fcorn'd  the  foft  inglorious  reign  ; 

M  3  Con- 
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Convinc'd,  refolv'd,  to  Virtue  then  he  ttirn'd, 
And  in  his  breaft  paternal  glory  burn'd. 

So  when  on  Britain's  other  Hope  flie  flione, 
Like  him  the  royal  youth  flie  won  : 
Thus  taught,  he  bids  his  fleet  advance 
To  curb  the  power  of  Spain  and  France : 
Aloft  his  martial  enfigns  flow. 
And  hark  !  his  brazen  trumpets  blow  ! 

The  water^  profound, 

Awak'd  by  the  found, 

All  trembles  around : 
While  Edward  o'er  the  azure  fields 

Fraternal  wonder  wields  : 
High  on  the  deck  behold  he  {lands, 
And  views  around  his  floating  bands 

In  awful  order  join : 
They,  while  the  warlike  trumpets  flrain, 
Deep  founding,  iwells  along  the  main, 

Extend  the  embattled  line. 
Then  Britain  triumphantly  faw 

His  armament  ride 

Supreme  on  the  tide, 
'  And  o'er  the  vali:  ocean  give  law, 

CHORUS. 

Then  Britain  triumphantly  faw 

His  armament  ride 

Supreme  on  the  tide, 
And  oVr  the  vaft  ocean  give  law* 


No^ 
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Now  with  fhouting  peals  of  joy. 

The  fliips  their  horrid  tubes  difplay, 
Tire  over  tire  in  terrible  array, 

And  wait  the  fignal  to  deftroy  ; 
The  failors  all  burn  to  engage  : 

Hark  I  hark  !  their  fliouts  arifc, 

And  fliake  the  vaulted  Ikies  I 
Exulting  with  bacchanal  rage, 
Then  Neptune  the  Hero  revere, 

Whofe  power  is  fuperior  to  thine  i 
And,  when  his  proud  fqudrons  appear,  . 

The  trident  and  chariot  refign ! 

CHORUS. 

Then  Neptuiie'  the  Hero  revere, 

Whofe  power  is  fuperior  to  thine  ! 
And,  when  his  proud  fquadrons  appear, 

The  trident  and  chariot  refrgn ! 

Albion,  wake  thy  grateful  voice  t 
Let  thy  hills  and  vales  rejoice : 
O'er  remotefl:  hofiile  regions 
,    Thy  vidlorious  flag's  are  known  j 
Thy  refilllefs  martial  legions 

Dreadful  move  from  zone  to  zone ; 
Thy  flaming  bolts  unerring  roll, 
And  all  the  trembling  globe  controul ; 
Thy  feamen,  invincibly  true, 
^o  menace,  no  fraud,  can  fubdue : 
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To  thy  great  truft. 
Severely  juil, 
All  diflbnant  llrife  they  difclaim : 
To  meet  the  foe, 
Their  bofoms  glow ; 
Who  only  are  rivals  in  fame. 

c  H  o  R  IT  s. 

Thy  feamen  invincibly  true, 
No  menace,  no  fraud,  can  fubdue 
All  diflbnant  ftrife  they  difclaim, 
And  only  are  rivals  in  fame. 


For  Edward  tune  your  harps,  ye  Nine  ! 

Triumphant  ftrike  each  living  ftring, 
For  him  in  extacy  divine. 

Your  choral  lo  Paeans  fing ! 
For  him  your  feftive  concerts  breathe ! 
For  him  your  flowery  garlands  wreathe  ! 

Wake  !  O  wake  the  joyful  fong  I 
Ye  fauns  of  the  woods, 
Ye  Nymphs  of  the  floods. 

The  mufical  current  prolong  I 
Ye  Sylvans,  that  dance  on  the  plain, 

To  fwell  the  grand  chorus  accord ! 
Ye  Tritons,  that  fport  on  the  main, 

Exulting,  acknowledge  your  Lord  ! 


tiU 
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Till  all  the  wild  numbers  combin'd, 

That  floating  proclaim 

Our  Admiral's  name. 
In  fymphony  roll  on  the  wind ! 

CHORUS. 

Wake  !  O  wake  the  joyful  fong  ! 
Ye  Sylvans,  that  dance  on  the  plain. 
Ye  Tritons,  that  fport  on  the  main, 
The  raufical  current  prolong  ! 

O  !  while  confenting  Britons  praife, 

Thefe  votive  meafures  deign  to  hear  ; 
For  thee,  my  mufe  awakes  her  lays, 
For  thee  th'  unequal  viol  plays, 
The  tribute  of  a  foul  fincere. 
Nor  thou,  illullrious  chief,  refufe 
The  incenfe  of  a  nauticmufe  ! 
For  ah  I  to  whom  fhall  Neptune's  fons  complain 
But  him  whofe  arms  unrival'd  rule  the  main. 
Deep  on  my  grateful  breall, 
Thy  favour  is  imprefl; : 
No  happy  fon  of  wealth  or  fame, 
To  court  a  royal  patron  came! 
A  haplefs  youth  whofe  vitai  page 
Was  one  fad  lengthen'd  tale  of  woe. 

Where  ruthlefs  fate,  impelling  tides  of  rage, 
Bade  wave  on  wave  in  dire  fucceffion  flow, 
To  glittering  ftars  and  titled  names  unknown, 
Preferr'd  his  fuit  to  thee  alone. 

Th« 
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The  tale  your  facred  pity  mov'd  ; 
You  felt,  confented,  andapprov'd; 
Then  touch  my  firings,  ye  blefl  Pierian  quire  ! 

Exait  to  rapture  every  happy  line  I 
My  bofom  kindle  with  Promethean  fire  I 
And  fwell  each  note  with  energy  divine, 
No  more  to  plaintive  founds  of  woe 
Let  fhe  vocal  numbers  flow  ! 
/  Perhaps  the  chief  to  whom  I  fing 
May  yet  ordain  aiifpicious  days 
To  wake  the  lyre  with  nobler  lays, 
And  tune  to  war  the  nervous  firing. 
For  who,  luitaught  in  Neptune's  fchool, 
Though  all  the  powers  of  genius  he  polTefsj 
Though  difciplin'd  by  clafHc  rule, 
With  daring  pencil  can  difplay 
The  fight  that  thunders  on  the  watery  way, 
/-      And  all  its  horrid  incidents  exprefs  ? 
To  him,  my  Mufe,  thefe  warlike  firains  belong  ! 
bource  of  thy  liope,  and  patron  of  thy  fong. 

c  H  o  R  tr  s. 
To  him,  my  Mufe,  thefe  warlike  ftrains  belong  J 
Source  of  thy  hope,  and  patron  of  thy  fong. 
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MADE     O^      ISABELLA      MARKHAME,      WHEN      I      FIUSTE 

thought  her  kayer  as  she  stood  at  the 
princess's  windovve  in  goodlye  attyre,  and 
talkede  to  dyvers  in  the  courte-yard. 


From  a  ms.  of  john  Harrington^  dated  1564. 


W  Hence  comes  my  love,  O  hearte  difclofe, 
'Twas  from  cheeks  that  fliamed  the  rofe ; 
From  lips  that  fpoyle  the  rubies  prayfe ; 
From  eyes  that  mock  the  diamond's  blaze. 
Whence  comes  my  woe,  as  freely  owne. 
Ah  me !  'twas  from  a  hearte  lyke  ilone. 

The  blufliynge  cheeke  fpeakes  modelT:  mynde, 
The  lipps  befitting  wordes  moile  kynde ; 
The  eye  does  tempte  to  love's  def3're, 
And  feems  to  fay,  'tis  Cnpid's  fire  ; 
Yet  all  fo  faire,  but  fpeak  my  moane, 
Syth  noughte  dothe  faye  the  heart  of  11  one, 

Vyhy 
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Wh)'  thus,  my  love,  fo  kynde  befpeake. 

Sweet  lyppe,  fweet  eye,  Iweet  blufbyngc  cheekc, 

Yet  EK)t  a  hearte  to  fave  my  paine, 

O  Venus,  take  thy  giftes  againe, 

j^Iake  xwt  fo  faire  to  caufe.our  irKyane, 

Or  make  a  hearte  that's  lyke  our  owne. 

THE    HOSPITABLE    OAKE. 


B  Y 


ERST  in  Arcadia's  londe  much  prais'd  was  found, 
A.  hiftie  tree  far  rearing  tVard  the  ikies, 
Sacred  to  Jove,  and  placed  on  high  ground. 

Beneath  whole  fliade  did  gladloiue  flieperds  hie, 
Met  plenteous  good,  and  oft  were  wont  to  fliunne 
Bkak  winter's  driz2de,  fummer's  parching  funne. 

Outflretch'd  in  all  the  luxurie  of  eafe 

They  pluck'd  rich  mifletoe  of  virtue  rare  ; 

Their  lippe  was  tempted  by  each  kindlie  breeze, 
That  wav'd  the  branch  to  profer  acorns  fair ; 

While  out  the  hollow'd  root,  withfweets  inlaide, 

The  murmVing  bee  her  daintie  hoard  betrayde. 

The 
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The  fearlefs  bird  iafe  bofomM  here  its  neile, 
lis  fturdie  Gde  did  brave  the  nipping  wiade. 

Where  many  a  creeping  ewe  mought  gladlie  refte  ; 
Warme  comforte  here  to  all  and  eveiy  kinde ; 

Where  hunge  the  leaf  well  fprint  with  honey  dew. 

Whence  dropt  their  cups,  the  gamboling  fairie  knew. 

But  ah !  In  lucklefs  day  what  mifchief  'gan 
Midft  fell  debate,  and  maddening  revelde. 

When  tipGe  Bacchus  had  bewitched  Pan, 

For  fober  fwain  fo  thanklefs  ne'er  mought  be ; 

Though  palling  ftrange— 'twas  bruited  all  around^. 

This  goodlie  tree  did  fliadow  too  much  groundc. 

With  much  defpight  they  aim  its  overthrow. 
And  forrie  jeftes  its  wonted  giftes  deride. 

How  fnaring  birdlimes  made  of  mifletoe ; 

Nor  truft'  their  flocks  to  flielter  'neath  its  fide  j 

It  drops  chill  venom  on  our  ewes,  they  cry. 

And  fubtle  ferpent  at  its  root  doth  lie.- 

Eftfoons  the  axe  doth  rear  Its  deadlie  blowe, 

Arounde  doth  eccho  bear  each  labouringe  llroke ; 

Now  to  the  grdunde  its  loftie  head  doth  bowe. 
Then  angry  Jove  aloud  in  thunder  fpoke. 

On  high  Olympus  next  mine  tree  I'll  place, 

Heaven's  ftill  unfcann'd  by  fuch  ungrateful  race, 

TO 
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TO        A        LOVER, 


B  Y 


WHY  ditlit  thou  rafe  fuch  woeful  wayle, 
And  wafte  in  briny  tears  thyne  days-; 
Caiife  fliee,    that  wont  to  flout  and  rayl, 
At  laft  gave  proof  of  woman's  waies  ? 
Shee  did,  in  foothe,  difplay  the  hearte 
That  mought  have  wrought  thee  greater  fmarte, 

Why  thank  her  then,  not  weepe  nor  mone, 
Let  others  guard  her  carelefs  hearte  ; 

And  pralfe  the  day  that  thus  made  knovvnc 
The  fiuthlefs  hold  on  woman's  art. 

Their  lips  can  gloze  and  gain  fuche  rootCj 

That  gentle  youthe-hathe  hope  of  fruite. 

Biat,  efe  the  blofTom  faire  doth  rife, 

To  flioot  its  fweetnefs  o'er  the  tafte^ 
Creepeth  difdain  in  canker-wife, 

And  chilling  fcorne  the  fruite  doth  blallci 
Tkcre  is  no  hope  of  all  bur  toyl, 
There^is  no  fruit  from  fuch  a  foih 

Give 
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Give  o'er  thy  playnt,  the  danger's  o'er, 
She  might  have  poifon'd  all  thyne  lyfe  ; 

Such  wayward  mynde  had  bred  thee  more 
Of  forroWe,  had  llie  prov'd  a  wyfe. 

Leave  her  to  meet  all  hopelefs  meed, 

And  blefs  thyfelf  that  fo  art  freed. 

No  youthe  fliall  fue  fuche  one  to  winne, 

Unmark'd  by  all  the  fhyning  fair. 
Save  for  her  pride  and  fcorn,  fiichc  finne 

As  hearts  of  love  can  never  bear  ; 
Like  leaflefs  plant  in  blafted  (hade, 
So  liveth  fhee  a  barren  mayde. 

THE  HERMITE's  ADDRESSE  TO  YOUTHE* 

WRITTEN    IN    tHE    SPRING-GARDEN    AT    BATrf, 


B  Y 


SAY,  gefitle  youthe^  that  tread'lT:  unfouch'd  with  care. 
Where  Nature  hath  fo  guerdon'd  Bathe's  gay  fcene ;    "" 
Fedde  with  the  fonge  that  daunceth  in  the  aire  ;. 

'Mid'ft  faireft  wealthe  of  Flora's  magazine  ; 
Hath  eye  or  eare  yet  founde,  thine  fleppes.to  blefle. 
That  gem  of  life  y-clep'd  true  happinefle, 

With 
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With  Beautie  refles  flie  not ;  nor  wooes  to  lightc 
Her  hallow'd  taper  at  proud  Honour's  flame  ; 

Nor  Circe's  cuppe  doth  crown  j  nor  comes  in  fli'ghte 
Upon  th'  Icarian  winge  of  bablinge  Fame  : 

Not  flirine  of  gold  doth  this  fair  fainte  embower. 

She  glides  from  Heaven,  but  not  in  Danae's  fliower. 

Go,  BlolTome,  wanton  in  fuch  joyous  aiie. 
But  ah  ! — oft  foone  thy  buxom  blail:  is  o'er  I 

When  the  fleeke  pate  fhall  grow  far  'bove  its  haire,- 
And  creeping  Age  fhall  reap  this  piteous  lore  ! 

To  broode  o'er  FoIIie,  and  with  me  confefte, 

•*  Earth's  flattering  dainties  prove  but  fweete  diftrefs." 

The  Olde  Hermite. 
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THE  FEMINEAD:  OR  FEMALE  GENIUS/ 

WRITTEN    IN   THE    YEAR    MDCCLI. 
iY     JOHN     D  UNCO  M  BE,      M.  A. 

SHALL  lordly  man,  the  theme  of  every  lay, 
Ufurp  the  Mufe's  tributary  bay  ?  ^ 
In  kingly  ftate  on  Pindus'  fummit  fit, 
Tyrant  of  verfe,  and  arbiter  of  wit  ? 

By 
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By  Salic  law  the  female  right  deny. 

And  view  their  genius  with  regardlefs  eye  ? 

JulHce  forbid  !  and  every  mufe  infpire 

To  fing  the  glories  of  a  fifler-choir  ! 

Rife,  rife,  bold  fwain  ;  and  to  the  liU'ning  grove 

Refound  the  praifes  of  the  fex  you  love  ; 

Tell  how,  adorn'd  with  every  charm,  they  fhine, 

In  mind  and  perfon  equally  divine, 

Till  man,  ho  more  to  female  merit  blind. 

Admire  the  perfon,  but  adore  the  mind. 

To  thefe  weak  {trains,  O  thou  !  the  fex's  friend 

And  conftant  patron,  =^Richardfon!  attend: 

Thou,  who  lb  oft  with  pleas'd,  but  anxious  care, 

Haft  watch*d  the  dawning  genius  of  the  fair, 

With  wonted  fmiles  wilt  hear  thy  friend  tlifplay 

The  various  graces  of  the  female  lay ; 

Studious  from  Folly's  yoke  their  minds  to  free, 

And  aid  the  generous  caufe  eipous'd  by  thee. 
Long  o'er  the  world  did  Prejudice  maintain, 

By  founds  like  thefe,  her  undilputed  reign  : 
'  Woman !  (lie  cried,  to  thee,  indulgent  Heaven 
'  Has  all  the  charms  of  outward  beauty  given : 
'  Be  thine  the  boaft,  unrival'd,  to  enflave 
'  The  great,  the  wife,  the  witty,  and  the  brave ; 
*  Deck'd  with  the  Paphian  rofe's  damafk  glow, 
'  And  the  vale -lily's  vegetable  fnow, 

»  The  author  of  thofe  three  celebrated  -works,  Pamela;  Clarioa^ 
and  Sir  Charles  Grandifon. 

Vol.  IV.  N  *' Be 
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*'  Be  thine,  to  move  majeftic  in  the  dance, 

*'  To  roll  the  eye,  and  aim  the  tender  glance, 

*'  Or  touch  the  firings,  and  breathe  the  melting  fong, 

«♦  Content  to  emulate  that  airy  throng, 

"  Who  to  the  fun  their  painted  plumes  difplay^ 

'*  And  gaily  glitter  on  the  hawthorn  fpray, 

"  Or  wildly  warble  in  the  beechen  grove, 

'*  Carclefs  of  aught  but  mufick,  joy,  and  love." 

Heavens !  could  fvich  artful,  flavifli  founds  beguile 
The  free-born  fons  of  Britain's  polifh'd  ille  ? 
Could  they,  like  fam'd  Ulyfles'  daflard  crew, 
Attentive  lillen,  and  enamour'd  view. 
Nor  drive  the  Syren  to  that  dreary  plain, 
In  loathfome  pomp,  where  eallern  tyrants  reign  ; 
Where  each  tair  neck  the  yoke  of  flavery  galls, 
Clos'd  in  a  proud  feraglio's  gloomy  walls. 
And  taught,  that  levell'd  with  the  brutal  kind, 
Islor  fenfe,  nor  fouls,  to  women  are  affign'd. 

Our  Britifh  nymphs  with  happier  omens  rove, 
At  freedom's  call,  through  wifdom's  facred  grove, 
And,  as  with  lavifh  hand  each  fifter  Grace 
Shapes  the  fair  form,  and  regulates  the  face, 
Each  filler  Mufe,  in  blifsful  union  join'd. 
Adorns,  improves,  and  beautifies  the  mind. 
Ev'n  now  fond  Fancy  in  our  polifli'd  land 
Aflcmbled  (hews  n  blooming,  ftudious  band  ; 
With  various  arts  our  reverence  they  engage, 
Some  turn  the  tuneful,  fome  the  moral  page  ; 
Thefe,  led  by  Contemplation,  foar  on  high, 
And  range  the  Heaveiu  with  philofophic  eye  j 

While 
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While  thofe,  furrounded  by  a  vocal  choir. 
The  canvas  tinge,  or  touch  the  warbling  lyre. 
Here,  like  the  ftars*  mix'd  radiance,  they  unite 
To  dazzle  and  perplex  our  wandering  fight : 
The  mufe  each  charmer  fingly  fhall  furvey, 
And  tune  to  each  her  tributary  lay. 
So  when,  in  blended  tints,  with  fweet  furprife 
Aflembled  beauties  flrike  our  ravifli'd  eyes, 
Such  as  in  Lely's  melting  colours  Ihine, 
Or  fpring,  great  Kneller !  from  a  hand  like  thine, 
On  all  with  plealitig  awe  at  once  we  gaze, 
And,  loft  in  wonder,  know  not  which  to  praife, 
But,  fingly  view'd,  each  nymph  delights  us  more, 
Difclofing  graces  unperceiv'd  before. 

Firll  let  the  m\ife  with  gen'rous  ardor  try 
To  chafe  the  mift  from  dark  opinion's  eye  : 
Nor  mean  we  here  to  blame  that  father's  care 
Who  guards  from  learned  wives  his  booby  heir, 
^ince  oft  that  heir  with  prudence  has  been  known. 
To  dread  a  genius  that  tranfcends  his  own : 
The  wife  themfelves  fhould  with  difcretion  chufe. 
Since  letter'd  nymphs  their  knowledge  may  abufe, 
And  hufbands  oft  experience  to  their  coil 
The  prudent  houfewife  in  the  fcholar  loft : 
But  thofe  incur  deferv'd  contempt,  who  prize 
Their  own  high  talents,  and  their  fex  defpife, 
With  haughty  mien  each  focial  blifs  defeat, 
And  fully  all  their  learning  with  conceit : 
Of  iuch  the  parent  juftly  warns  his  fon, 
And  iuch  the  Mufe  herfelf  will  bid  him  fliun. 

N  a  But 
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But  lives  there  one,  whofe  unafTuniing  mlncT, 
Though  grac'd  by  nature,  and  by  art  refin'd, 
Pleas'd  with  domeflic  excellence,  can  fpare 
Some  hours  from  ftudious  eafe  to  fecial  care. 
And  with  her  pen  that  time  alone  employs  . 
Which  others  wafle  in  vilits,  cards,  and  noife  ; 
From  afi'edation  free,  though  deeply  read, 
*'  With  wit  well  natur'd,  and  with  books  well  bred  ?" 
With  fuch  (ai)d  fuch  there  are)  each  happy  day 
Muft  fly  improving,  and  improv'd  away ; 
Inconftancy  might  fix  and  fettle  there. 
And  Wifdom's  voice  approve  the  chofen  fair. 

Nor  need  we  npw  from  our  own  Britain  rove. 
In  fearch  of  Genius  to  the  Le£bian  grove,  '• 

Though  Sappho  there  her  tuneful  lyre  has  ftiung. 
And  amorous  griefs  in  fweeteft  accents  fung, 

Since  here,  in  Charles's  days,  amidft  a  traia 

Of  iliamclefs  bards,  licentious  and  profane. 

The  chafle  y  Orinda  rofe  ;  with  ptirer  light. 

Like  modeft  Cynthia,  beaming  through  the  night ; 

Fair  Frieudfliip's  luftre,  undifguis'd  by  art. 

Glows  in  her  lines,  and  animates  her  heart ; 

Friendfliip,  that  jewel,  which,  though  all  confefs- 

Its  peerlefs  value,  yet  how  few  poflefs  I 

For  her  the  never-dying  myrtle  weaves 

A  verdant  chaplet  of  her  od'rous  leaves  j 

y  Mrs.  Catherine  Philips  :  fhewas  dlftinguiJlied  by  moftof  the  win 
of  king  Charles's  reign,  and  died  young.  Her  pieces  on  JFrie'ndlhip 
are  particularly  admired. 

If 
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Ef  Cowley's  or  Rofcommon's  fong  can  give 
Immortal  fame,  Tier  praife  fliall  ever  live. 

Who  can  unmov'd  hear  ^  Winchelfea  reveal 
Thy  horrors,  Spleen !  which  all,  who  paint,  muft  feel  ? 
My  pralfes  would  but  wrong  her  fterling  wit. 
Since  Pope  himfelf  applauds  what  flie  laas  wdt. 

But  fay,  what  matron  now  walks  mufing  forth 
From  the  bleak  mountains  of  her  native  Norths 
While  round  her  "brows  two  lifters  of  the  Niae 
Poetic  wreathes  with  philoibphic  twine  ! 
Hail,  a  Coc'kburne,  hail !  ev'n  now  from  Reafon's  bowers 
Thy  Locke  deli.glited  .culls,  the  choiceft  flowers 
T-o  declc  his  great,  fuccefsful  champion's  head. 
And  Clarke  expefts  thee  in  the  laurel  fliadc. 
Though  long  to  dark,  oblivious  wants  a  prey. 
Thy  aged  worth  pafs'd  unperceiv'd  away, 
Yet  Scotland  now  fhall  ever  boaft  thy  fame. 
While  England  mourns  t'hy  undiftinguiilfd  name. 
And  views  with  wonder,  in  a  female  mind, 
Philofopher,  divine,  and  poet  join'd  1 

The  modeft  IMufc  a  veil  with  pity  throws 
O'er  Vice's  friends,  and  Virtue"'s  female  foes ; 

z  Anne  countefs  of  Wilchelfca,  a  laJy  of  great  wit  and  genius, 
•wrote  (among  others)  a  poem,  much  admired,  on  the  Spleen,  and  is 
praifcd  by  Mr.  Pope,  &:c.  under  the  poestlcal  name  of  Ardelia. 

3  Mis,  Catharine  Cockburnc  was  tlie  wife  of  a  clergyman,  lived 
obfcurely,  and  died  a  few  years  ago  in  an  advanced  age  in  Northum- 
berland j  her  works  on  dramatic,  philofophical,  and  facred  fub- 
je&s,  which  were  coJ'eded  by  the  learned  Dr.  Biich,  are  generally 
admired. 

N  3  Afeaih'd 
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Abafli'd  file  views  the  bold  unblufliinjr  mien 


» 


Of  modern  ''  Manley,  Centlivre,  and  Behn  ; 

And  grieves  to  fee  one  nobly  born  difgrace 

Her  modell  fex,  and  her  illuftrious  race. 

Though  harmony  through  all  their  numbers  flow'd, 

And  genuine  wit  its  every  grace  bellow'd, 

Nor  genuine  wit,  nor  harmony,  excufe 

The  dangerous  Tallies  of  a  wanton  Mufc  : 

Nor  can  inch  tuneful,  but  immoral,  lays 

^xpe6l  the  tribute  of  impartial  praife  : 

As  foon  might  <=  Philips,  Pilkington,  and  V r 


I)eferv'd  applaufe  for  fpotlefs  virtue  gain. 

But  hark !  what  ^  nymph,  in  Frome's  embroider'd  vale, 
With  flrairis  feraphic  fwells  the  vernal  gale  ? 
With  what  fvyeet  founds  the  bordering  forell  rings  ? 
For  fportive  Echo  catches,  as  flie  fings, 
Each  falling  accent,  ftudious  to  prolong 
The  warbling  notes  of  Rowe's  ecllatic  fong. 
Old  Avon  pleas'd,  his  reedy  forehead  rears. 
And  polidi'd  Orrery  delighted  hears. 
See  with  what  tranfport  flie  refigns  her  breath, 
Snatch'd  by  a  fudden,  but  a  wifli*d-for  death  ! 

*  The  firft  of  thefc  wrote  the  fcandalous  memoirs  called  Atalantis} 
and  the  other  two  are  notorious  for  the  indecency  of  their  plays, 

^  Thefe  three  ladies  have  endeavoured  to  immortalize  their  Ihame 
by  writing  their  own  memoirs. 

d  The  chaiafler  of  Mrs.  Rowe  and  her  writings  is  too  well  known 
to  be  dwelt  on  here.  It  may  be  fufficirnt  to  fay,  that  v/ithoiit  .nny 
previous  illncfb  ihe  met  at  laft  with  that  fudden  death  which  Ihc  hatl 
jlwavs  wirhcd. 

Releas'd 
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Releas'd  from  earth,  with  fmiles  Ihe  foars  on  high 
Amidll:  her  kindred  fpirits  of  the  fky, 
Where  faith  and  love  thofe  endlefs  joys  beftow, 
That  warm'd  her  lays,  and  fiU'd  her  hopes  belou'. 

Nor  can  her  noble  *  friend  efcape  iinleen, 
Or  from  the  Mufe  her  niodeft  virtues  Ikreen ; 
Here,  fweetly  blended,   to  our  wondering  eyes. 
The  peerefs,  poetefs,  and  Chriitian  rife  : 
And  though  the  Nine  her  tuneful  ftrains  infpire, 
We  lefs  her  genius,  than  her  heart,  admire, 
Pleas'd,  'midft  the  great,  one  truly  good  to  fee, 
And  proud  to  tell  that  Someffet  is  Ihe. 

By  generous  views  one  ^  peerefs  more  demands 
A  grateful  tribute  from  all  female  hands ; 
One,  who  to  fhield  them  from  the  worft  of  foes, 
In  their  juft  caufe  dar'd  Pope  himfelf  oppofe. 
Their  own  dark  forms  deceit  and  envy  wear, 
By  Irwin  touch'd  with  s  truth's  celeftial  fpear. 
By  her  difarm'd,  ye  witlings !   now  give  o'er 
Your  empty  fneers,  and  fhock  the  fex  no  more. 

*  Frances,  Countefs  of  Hertford,  and  afterwards  dutchefs  dowager 
©f  Somerfet,  Mrs.  Rowe's  illuflrious  friend,  lamented  her  death  in 
fome  verfes  prefixed  to  her  poems,  and  was  author  of  the  letters  in 
her  coUeftion  figned  Cleora. 

f  Ann€,  vifcountefs  Irwin,  and  aunt  to  the  prefcnt  earl  of  Carllfle: 
this  lady,  in  a  poetical  epiftle  to  Mr.  Pope,  has  refcued  her  fex's  caufe 
from  the  afperfions  cafl  on  them  by  that  fatyriH  in  his  eflay  on  th« 
characters  of  women. 

f  See  Milton,  book  iv.  vcr.  Sii. 

N  4  Thui 
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Thus  bold  Camilla,  ^vhen  the  Trojan  chief 
Attack'd  her  country,  flew  to  its  relief; 
Beneath  her  lance  the  bravefl  warriors  bled, 
And  fear  difmay'd  the  hoft  which  great  ^neas  led. 

But  ah  !  why  heaves  my  breall:  this  penfive  figh  ? 
Why  ftarts  thig  tear  unbidden  from  my  eye  ? 
What  breall  from  fighs,  what  eye  from  tears  refrains, 
When,  fv\  eetly-mournful,  haplefs  **  Wright  complains  ,* 
And  vvho  but  grieves  to  fee  her  generous  mind, 
For  nobler  views  and  worthier  gueQs  dcfign'd, 
Admit  the  hateful  form  of  black  defpair, 
Wan  with  the  gloom  of  fuperftitious  care  ? 
In  pity-moving  lays,  with  earneft  cries, 
She  call'd  on  heaven  to  clofe  her  weary  eyes, 
And,  long  on  earth  by  heart-felt  woes  opprefV, 
Was  borne  by  friendly  death  to  welcome  refl. 

In  nervous  ilrains,  lo  I  »  Madan's  polifli'd  taflc 
Has  poetry's  fncceirive  progrefs  trac'd, 
From  ancient  Greece,  where  firll  flie  fix'd  her  reign, 
To  Italy,  and  Britain's  happier  plain, 
Praife  weli-beftow'd  adorns  her  glowing  lines, 
And  manly  ftrength  with  female  foftnefs  joins. 
So  female  charms  and  manly  virtues  grace, 
By  her  example  form'd,  her  blooming  race, 

^  Mrs.  WrigKt,  fifter  to  the  famous  Wefleys,  has  publilhed  fome 
pieces,  which,  thqugh  of  3  melancholy  qaft,  are  written  in  the  genuine 
fpiriit  of  poetry, 

i  Mis,  Madan,  daughter  of  Spencer  Cowper,  Efq;  was  author  of  a 
poem  called  the  Progrefs  of  Poetry,  wherein  the  charadlers  of  the  beft 
Grecian,  Roman,  and  En^lifli  poets  arc  jufllj  and  elegantly  drawn. 
She  died  in  178;, 

And, 
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And,  fram'd  alike  to  pleafe  our  ears  and  eyes. 
There  new  Cornelias  and  new  Gracchi  rife. 
O  that  you  now,  with  genius  at  command, 
Would  fnatch  the  pencil  from  my  artlefs  hand, 
And  give  your  fex's  portraits,  bold  and  true, 
In  colours  worthy  of  themfelves  and  you ! 

Now  in  ecftatic  vifions  let  me  rove. 
By  Cynthia's  beams,  through  Brackley's  glimm'ring  grove, 
Where  Hill  each  night,  by  ftartled  fhepherds  feen. 
Young  k  Leapors  form  flies  fliadowy  o'er  the  green. 
Thofe  envied  honours  nature  lov'd  to  pay 
The  briar-bound  turf,  where  erft  her  Shakefpeare  lay. 
Now  on  her  darling  Mira  flie  beftows ; 
There  o'er  the  hallow 'd  ground  flie  fondly  ftrows 
The  choicell  fragrance  of  the  breathing  fpring, 
And  bids  each  year  her  favourite  linnet  fing. 

Let  cloifter'd  pedants,  in  an  endlefs  round, 
Tread  the  dull  mazes  of  fcholaftic  groiind  i 
Brackley  unenvying  views  the  glittering  train 
Of  learning's  ufelefs  trappings  idly  vain  ; 
For,  fpite  of  all  that  vaunted  learning's  aid. 
Their  fame  is  rivall'd  by  her  rural  maid. 

So,  while  in  our  Britannia's  beechen  fprays 
Sweet  Philomela  trills  her  mellow  lays, 

k  Mrs.  Leapor,  daughter  to  a  Noithamptonftiire  gardener,  has 
convinced  the  world  of  the  force  of  unaffifted  nature  by  imitating  and 
equalling  feme  of  our  moft  approved  poets  bj  the  ftrength  of  her  parts, 
and  the  vivacity  of  her  genius.     She  died  12th  of  November,  1746. 

We 
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We  to  the  natives  of  the  fultry  line 
Their  boafted  race  of  parrots  pleas'd  refign  : 
For  though  on  citron  boughs  they  proudly  glow 
With  all  the  colours  of  the  watery  bow. 
Yet  through  the  grove  harfh  difcord  they  prolong, 
Though  rich  in  gaudy  plumage,  poor  in  fong. 
Now  bear  me,  Clio,  to  that  Kentifh  flrand, 
Whofe  rude  o'erhanging  cliffs  and  barren  fand 
%Iay  challenge  all  the  myrtle-blooming  bowers 
Of  fam'd  Italia,  when,  at  evening  hours, 
Thy  own  '  Eliza  mufes  on  the  flrore, 
Serene,  though  billows  beat  and  tempells  roar. 
Hail,  Carter,  hail !  your  favourite  name  infpires 
My  raptur'd  breaft  with  fympathetic  fires ; 
Ev'n  now  I  fee  your  lov'd  liyfTus  lead 
His  mazy  current  through  th'  Athenian  mead  ; 
With  you  I  pierce  through  academic  fliades. 
And  join  in  Attic  bowers  th'  Aonian  maids ; 
Beneath  the  fpreading  plane  with  Plato  rove. 
And  hear  his  morals  echo  through  the  grove. 
Toy  fparkles  in  the  lage's  looks,  to  find 
His  genms  glowing  in  a  female  mind; 
Newton  admiring  lees  your  fearching  eye        "~ 
Dart  through  his  myflic  page,  and  range  the  Iky ; 

i  Mrs;  Eliza  Carter  of  Deal,  well  known  to  the  learned  world  for 
her  Luf  tranflation  of  Epi<ftetus,  has  tranflated,  from  the  Italian,  AW 
garotti's  dialogues  on  light  and  colours;  and  lately  publiihcd  a  fmall 
toUcdttou  of  elPgant  j'oenjj. 

By 
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By  you  his  colours  to  your  fex  are  fliown, 
And  Algarotti's  name  to  Britain  known, 
"While,  undifturb'd  by  pride,  you  calmly  tread 
Through  life's  perplexing  paths,  by  vvi^ldom  led  ; 
And,  taught  by  her,  your  grateful  mufe  repays 
Her  heavenly  teacher  in  no<fturnal  lays. 

So  when  Prometheus  from  th*  Almighty  Sire, 
As  lings  the  fable,  ftole  celeftial  fire, 
Swift  through  the  clay  the  vital  current  ran, 
In  look,  in  form,  in  fpeech  refembling  man; 
But  in  each  eye  a  living  luAre  glow'd. 
That  fpoke  the  heav'nly  fource  from  whence  it  flow'd, 

*'  What  magic  powers  in  ™  Celia's  numbers  dwell, 
**  Which  thus  th'  unpradlis'd  breafl  with  ardor  fwell, 
**  To  emulate  her  praile,  and  tune  that  lyre 
♦'  Which  yet  no  bard  was  able  to  inlpire ! 
**  With  tears  her  fufFering  Virgin  we  attend, 
•'  And  fympathize  with  father,  lover,  friend  ! 
**  What  facred  rapture  in  our  bofom  glows, 
**  When  at  the  flirine  flie  offers  up  her  vows ! 
**  Mild  majefty  and  virtue's  awful  power 
*'  Adorn  her  fall,  and  grace  her  lateft  hour." 

Tranfport  me  now  to  thofe  embroider'd  meads, 
Where  the  flow  Ouze  his  lazy  current  leads ; 
There,  while  the  flream  foft-dimpling  fteals  along, 
And  from  the  groves  the  green-hair'd  Diyads  throng, 

m  We  could  not  here,  with  jufiice,  with-hold  our  tribute  of  praifc 
from  Mrs.  Brooke,  author  of  the  tragedy  of  Virginia,  nor  could  we 
better  pay  it  than  by  the  hand  of  a  filler  name. 

"  4  Ciio 
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Clio  herfelf,  or  *  Ferrar  tunes  a  lvi}\ 

Swe(?t  as  the  darkling  Philomel  of  May. 

Hafte,  halle,  ye  Nine,  and  he:ir  a' fifcer  ling 

The  charms  of  Cynthia,  and  the  joys  of  fpring  ! 

See!  night's  pale.goddefs,  with  a  grateful  bearrv 

Paints  her  lov'd  image  in  the  fliadowy  ftream, 

While,  roimd  his  vot'ry,  Spring  profnfely  Ihot^'ers 

*'  A  fnow  of  bloflbm?,  and  a  wild  of  flowers." 

O  happy  nymph,  thongh  winter  o'er  thy  head, 

Blind  to  that  form,  the  fnow  of  age  ihall  flied  ; 

Thongh  life's  fliort  fpring  and  beauty's  bioflbms  fade;  '-'^ 

Still  lliall  thy  reafon  flourifli  nndecay'd  ;  ''  ^^''  ^ 

Time,  thongh  he  iieais  the  rofeate  bloom  of  youth, 

Shall  fpare  the  cliarms  'of  virtucand  of  truth, 

And  on  thy  mind  new  charms,  new  bloom  beftow, 

Wifdoni's  beft  friend,  arid  only  Beauty's  foe. 

Nor  fliall  thy  much-Iov'd  °  Pennington  remain    • 
Unfung,  unhonour'd,  in  my  votive  firairi.  ■  . 

See  where  the  foft  enchantrefs,  wandering  o'er 
The  fairy  ground  that  Philips  trod  before^ 
Exalts  her  chymic  wand,  and  fwift  behold 
The  bafeft  metals  ripen  into  goici : 
•  Beneath  her  m.agic  touch,  with  wondering  evf, 
We  view  vile  copper  with  pure  fterling  vie  : 
Nor  fliall  the  farthing,  fang  by  her^ ■'forbear 
To  olaini  the  praifes  of  the  fmiling  fair; 

-  "  This  lady,  now  Mis.Pcckard,  has  written  two  beautifuTodes  to 
Cynthia  and  the  Spring,  printed  in  DodilFy'sColkftion,  vol.V.  p.  3^2. 
°MifsPennington  has  happily  imitated  Mr  I'hilips'sSplcndidSlijl- 
Htig,  in  a  burlefque  poem  called  *•  The  Copper  Farthing,"  printed  in 
Dilly's  Repofuorv,  vol,  I.  f .  136.    She  died  in  1759,  aged  25. 

3       '  Till 
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Till  chuck  and  marble  fiiall  no  more  employ 
The  thoughtlels  ieifure  of  the  truant  boy. 

Returning  now  to  Thames's  flowery  fide. 
See  how  his  waves  in  ftill  attention  glide! 
And,  hark!  what  ibngftrel's  tliakes  her  warbling  throat! 
Is  it  the  nightingale,  or  p  Delia's  note  ? 
The  balmy  zephyrs,  hov'ring  o'er  the  fair, 
On  their  foft  wings  the  vocal  accents  bear  ; 
Through  Sunbury's  low  vale  the  ftrains  rebound, 
Ev'n  neighbVing  Chertfey  hears  the  chearful  found. 
And  wondering  fees  her  Cowley's  laurel'd  fliade 
Tranfportcd  liilen  to  the  tuneful  maid. 
O  may  thofe  nymphs,  whofe  pleafing  power  fhe  fings. 
Still  o'er  their  fuppliant  v^-ave  their  tbllering  wings  I 
O  long  may  Health  and  foft-ey'<l  Peace  impart 
Bloom  to  her  cheek,  and  rapture  to  her  heart ! 
Beneath  her  roof  the  red-breaft  fliall  prolong, 
Unchilid  by  fVofts,  his  tributary  fong  ; 
F.or  her  the  lark  fliall  wake  the  dappled  morn, 
And  linnet  twitter  from  the  bloffom'd  thorn. 
Sing  on,  fweet  maid  !  thy  Spenfer  fmiles  to  fee 
Kind  Fancy  fhed  her  choicell  gifts  on  thee, 
And  bids  his  Edwards,  on  the  laurel  fpray 
That  fliades  his  toaib,  infcribe  thy  rural  lay, 

P  Mifs  Miilfo,  now  Mi's.  Chapone.  This  ladj  has  written  odes  to 
Peace,  Health,  and  the  Robin  Redbrcafl,  which  are  here  alluded  to; 
and  fte  has  been  celebrated  in  a  fennel  by  Mr.  Edwards,  iuthor  of 
jhe  Caroos  cf  Criticifm. 

With 
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With  lovely  mien  i  Eugenia  now  appears, 
The  Mufe's  pupil  from  her  tendered  years ; 
Improving  talks  her  peaceful  hours  beguile, 
The  fifter  arts  on  all  her  labours  fmile, 
And  while  the  Nine  their  votary  infpire, 
*'  One  dips  the  pencil,  and  one  firings  the  lyre." 
O  may  her  life's  clear  current  fmoothly  glide, 
Unruffled  by  misfortune's  boiftcrous  tide ! 
So  while  the  charmer  leads  her  blamelefs  days 
With  that  content  which  fhe  fo  well  difplays, 
Her  own  Honoria  we  in  her  fliall  view. 
And  think  her  allegoric  vilion  true. 

Thus  wandering  wild  among  the  golden  grain 
That  fruitful  floats  on  Banrted's  airy  plain, 
Carelefs  I  fung,  while  fummer's  vveftern  gale 
Breath'd  health  and  fragrance  through  the  dulky  vale  ; 
When  from  a  neighboring  hawthorn,  in  whofe  fhade     ~ 
Conceal'd  flie  lay,  up-rofe  th'  Aonian  maid  : 
Pleas'd  had  flie  liften'd  ;  and,  with  fmiles,  fhe  cry'd, 
*'  Ceafe,  friendly  fwain  !  be  this  thy  praife  and  pride, 
*'  That  thou,  of  all  the  numerous  tuneful  throng, 
**  Firft  in  our  caufe  hail  fram'd  thy  generous  fong. 

**  And  ye,  our  fifter  choir  !  proceed  to  tread 
*'  The  flowery  paths  of  fame,  by  fcience  led ! 
**  Employ  by  turns  the  needle  and  the  pen, 
*'  And  in  their  favorite  ftudies  rival  men ! 

S  Mifs  Highmore,  now  wife  of  the  Author.  This  lady  has  fuccefs- 
fully  applied  herfclf  to  the  fitter  arts  of  drawing  and  poetry,  and  has 
Avrltten  an  ingenious  allegory,  wherein  two  pilgrims,  Fidelio  and 
Honoria,  after  a  fruitlcfs  fearch  for  the  palace  of  Hapnlnefs,  are  at 
Uft  condufted  to  the  houfe  of  Content. 

*•  May 
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"  May  all  our  fcx  your  glorious  track  purfue, 

*'  And  keep  your  bright  example  ilill  in  view  ! 

**  Thefe  lafting  beautie*  will  in  youth  engage, 

**  And  fmooth  the  wrinkles  of  declining  age, 

**  Secure  to  bloom,  unconlcious  of  decay,         , 

*'  When  all  Corinna's  rofes  fade  away. 

*'  For  ev'n  when  Love's  fliort  triumph  fliall  be  o'er, 

*'  When  youth  fliall  pleafe,  and  beauty  charm,  no  more, 

•'  When  man  fliall  ceafe  to  flatter ;  when  the  eye 

**  Shall  ceafe  to  fparkle,  and  the  heart  to  flgh; 

**  In  that  dread  hour,  when  parent  dufl  ftiall  claim 

*'  The  lifelefs  tribute  of  each  kindred  frame, 

**  Ev'n  then  fliall  Wifdom  for  her  chofen  fair 

*'  The  fragrant  wreaths  of  virtuous  fame  prepare; 

*'  Thofe  wreaths  which  flourifli  in  a  happier  clime, 

•*  Beyond  the  reach  of  envy  and  of  time  ; 

*'  While  here,   th'  immortalizing  Mufe  fliall  fave 

"  Your  darling  names  from  dark  Oblivion's  grave ; 

**  Thofe  names  the  praife  and  wonder  fliall  engage 

"  Of  every  polifli'd,  wife,  and  virtuous  age  j 

*'  To  lateft  times  our  annals  fliall  adorn, 

^*  And  fave  from  folly  thoufands  yeiunborn." 


ODE 
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O  D  E. 

TO    THE    HON..  JAMES    YORKE,    M,  A.    DEAN    OF 
LINCOLN  ^. 


IMITATED    FROM    HORACE,     BOOK    II.      ODB    XVI. 


E  Y      THE     SAME, 

FOR  quiet,  on  Newmarket's  plain. 
The  fliivering  curate  prays  in  vain. 
When  vvintcry  fliowers  are  falling, 
And  tumbling  fteed,  and  whiftling  wind. 
Quite  banifli  from  his  anxious  mind 
The  duties  of  his  calling. 

With  thoughts  engrofs'd  by  routs  and  plays^ 
1  he  gallant  foph  for  quiet  prays. 

Confuted  and  confuting ; 
And  quiet  is  alike  deflr'd 
Ev'n  by  the  king's  profeflbr,  tir'd 

With  wrangling  and  dilputing. 


■  At  piefent  Bifliop  of  Ely, 
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in  browded  fenate,  on  the  chair 
Of  our  vice-chancellor  fits  Care, 

Undaunted  by  the  Mace  ; 
Care  cHmbs  the  yatcht,  when  adverfe  galea 
Detain  or  tear  our  patron's  fails, 

And  ruiBes  ev'n  his  Grece. 

How  bleft  is  he  whofe  annual  toil 
With  well-rarig'd  trees  improves  a  foil 

For  ages  yet  unborn ! 
Such  as  at  humble  ^  Barley,  plann'd 
By  mitred  Hetring's  youthful  hand^ 

The  cultur'd  glebe  adorn. 

From  place  to  place  we  flill  purfue 
Content,  and  hope  in  each  to  view 

The  vifionary  gueft  j 
Vainly  we  fly  intruding  care^ 
Not  all,  like  you,  the  joys  can  fliare 

Of  Wimple  and  of  Wrefl  «=. 

Then  let  us  fnatch,  while  in  our  power^ 
The  prefent  tranfitory  hour, 

And  leave  to  Heaven  the  morrow  ; 
Youth  has  its  griefs ;  a  friend  may  die^ 
Or  nymph  deceive ;  for  none  can  fly 

The  giant  hand  of  forrow. 

*  Dr.  Herring,  late  lord  archbifliop  of  Canterbury,  was  fome  time 
reftor  of  Barley,  a  village  near  Barkway  in  Hertfordfhte, 
c  Seats  of  the  prefent  Earl  of  Hardvvicke. 

Vol.  IV.  O  His 
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His  country's  hope,  and  parent's  pride, 
In  bloom  of  life  young  Blandford  dy'd : 

His  godlike  father's  eyes 
Were  dimm'd  with  age  and  helplefs  tears ; 
And  Heaven  to  me  may  grant  the  years 

Which  it  to  you  denies. 

Your  rifing  virtues  foon  will  claim 
A  portion  of  your  brother's  fame  ; 

And  catch  congenial  fire  ; 
They  fliine  in  embaffy  and  war, 
They  grace  the  fenate  and  the  bar. 

And  emulate  their  fire. 

Tnvefled  with  the  facred  gown. 
You  foon,  to  rival  their  renown. 

The  glorious  tafk  fliall  join ; 
And  while  they  guard  Britannia's  laws, 
You,  fteady  to  Religion's  caufe, 

Shall  guard  the  laws  divine. 


LOVE 
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LOVEELEGIES« 
B  Y    M  R.   H  A  M  M  O  N  D  •. 

ELEGY    L 

FA  R  E  W  E  L  that  Liberty  our  fathers  gave. 
In  vain  they  gave,  their  fons  receiv'd  in  vain  : 
I  faw  NEiERA,   and  her  inftant  flave. 

Though  borri  a  Briton,  huggM  the  fervile  chain. 

Her  ufage  well  repays  my  coward  heart, 
Meanly  fhe  triumphs  in  her  lover's  fliamfe, 

No  healing  joy  relieves  his  cohftant  fmart, 
No  Ihiile  of  love  rewards  the  lofs  of  fame. 

Oh  that  to  feel  thefe  killing  pangs  no  more, 

On  Scythian  hills  I  lay  a  fenfelefs  Hone, 
Was  fix'd  a  rock  amidft  the  watery  roar. 

And  in  the  vaft  Atlantic  flood  alone. 

Adieu,  ye  Mufes,  or  my  paffion  aid, 
Why  fliould  I  loiter  by  your  idle  Ipring  ? 

My  humble  voice  would  move  one  only  maid^ 
And  (he  contemns  the  trifles  which  I  fing. 

»  Sec  Dodfley'i  CoUeftlon,  vol.  IV,  p.  80, 

o  z  I  do 
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I  do  not  alk  the  lofty  Epic  ftrain, 

Nor  ftrive  to  paint  the  wonders  of  the  fphere : 
I  only  iing  one  cruel  maid  to  gain, 

Adieu,  ye  Mufes,  if  flie  will  not  hear. 

No  more  in  ufelefs  Innocence  I'll  pine. 
Since  guilty  prefents  win  the  greedy  Fair, 

I'll  tear  its  honours  from  the  broken  flirine, 
But  chiefly  thine,  O  Venus,  will  I  tear, 

Deceiv'd  by  thee,  I  lov'd  a  beauteous  maid, 
Who  bends  on  fordid  gold  her  low  defires : 

Nor  worth  nor  paflion  can  her  heart  perfur.de^ 
But  love  mufl  a£t  what  avarice  requires. 

Unwife  who  firft,  the  charm  of  nature  lod, 
With  Tyrian  purple  foil'd  the  fnowy  flieep  j 

Unwifer  ftill  who  feas  and  mountains  croft. 
To  dig  the  rock,  and  fearch  the  pearly  deep : 

Thefe  coftly  toys  our  filly  Fair  furprife. 
The  Ihining  follies  cheat  their  feeble  fight, 

Their  hearts,  fecure  in  trifles,  Love  defpife, 
'Tis  vain  to  court  them,  but  more  vain  to  write. 

Why  did  the  gods  conceal  the  little  mind 

And  earthly  thought  beneath  a  heavenly  face  ? 

Forget  the  worth  that  dignifies  mankind, 

Yet  fmooth  and  polilh  fo  each  outward  grace  ? 


.r^ 
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Hence 
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Hence  all  the  blame  that  Love  and  Venus  be:ir, 
Hence  Pleafure  fliort,  and  Anguifli  ever  long, 

Hence  tears  and  fighs,  and  hence  the  peevifli  Fair, 
The  froward  lover,— hence  this  angry  fong. 

dX^  ^L  ^^k  *-*^   '^'    '^'  jj^  ji^    *^   ^fa  .^u  ji^  J^^  ^'    ^tj    JT^   ^tj  iSk  .dA  A^^  ^Xk   -^^    1^  aXL  dSc  -^^   ihTi  jitifc  dk  jXfc  »1M  jSb*  JKfr 

^^^ ^r ^^^ ^r^ ^^^  I    r  ^^  'p  ^^^^ ^^^^^^^ '^^^^'M^ ^^^1^ '^T^ ^^"p^^^^^^T^  ▼!■  VI'  ^^  ■!•  t' t^t^ 

£        L        E        G        Y  II. 

BY     THE     SAME, 

ADIEU,  ye  walls,  that  guard  my  cruel  fair, 
No  more  I'll  fit  in  rofy  fetters  bound, 
My  limbs  have  learnt  the  weight  of  arms  to  bear. 
My  roufmg  fpirits  feel  the  trumpet's  found. 

Few  are  the  maids  that  now  on  merit  fmile. 

On  fpoil  and  war  is  bent  this  iron  age ; 
Yet  pain  and  death  attend  on  war  and  fpoil, 

Unfated  vengeance  and  remorfelefs  rage : 

To  purchafe  fpoil  ev'n  love  itfelf  is  fold, 
Her  lover's  heart  is  lealt  Ne^ra's  care, 

And  I  through  war  muft  feek  deteiled  gold, 
Not  for  myfelf,  but  for  my  venal  fair : 

That  while  flie  bends  beneath  the  weight  of  drefs, 
The  ftiffen'd  robe  may  fpoil  her  eafy  mien  j 

And  art  miftaken  make  her  beauty  lefs, 
While  ftill  it  hides  fome  graces  better  feen. 
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But  if  fuch  toys  can  win  her  lovely  fmile, 
Hers  be  the  wealth  of  Tagus'  golden  fand, 

Hers  the  bright  gems  that  glow  in  India's  foil, 
Hers  the  black  fons  of  Africk's  fultry  land, 

To  pleafe  her  eye  let  every  loom  contend. 
For  her  be  rifled  Ocean's  pearly  bed. 

But  where  alas  would  idle  Fancy  tend  ? 

And  footh  with  dreams  a  youthful  poet's  head ! 

Let  others  buy  the  cold  unloving  maid. 
In  forc'd  embraces  a£t  the  tyrant's  part, 

While  I  their  felfifli  luxury  upbraid, 

And  fcorn  the  perfon  where  I  doubt  the  heart. 

Thus  warm'd  by  Pride,  I  think  I  lovfe  no  more. 
And  hide  in  threats  theweaknefs  of  my  mind  ; 

Jn  vain, — though  Reafon  fly  the  hated  door, 
Y?t  Love,  the  Qoward  Love,  ftill  lags  behind, 


ELEGY 
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III. 


BY       THE       SAME, 


SHOULD  Jove  defcend  in  floods  of  liquid  ore, 
And  golden  torrents  ftream  from  every  part, 
That  craving  bofom  ftiil  would  heave  for  more, 
Not  all  tlie  God  could  fatisfy  thy  heart : 

But  may  thy  Folly,  which  can  thus  difdain 
My  honeil  love  the  mighty  wrong  repay  ! 

May  midnight  fire  involve  thy  fordid  gain. 
And  on  the  fhining  heaps  of  rapine  prey  ! 

May  all  the  youths,  like  me,  by  love  deceiv'd. 
Not  quench  the  ruin,  but  applaud  the  doom, 

And,  when  thou  dy'ft,  may  not  one  heart  be  griev'd, 
May  not  one  tear  bedew  the  lonely  tomb  I 

r 

But  the  deferving,  tender,  generous  maid, 
Whofe  only  care  is  her  poor  lover's  mind, 

Tho\igh  ruthlefs  age  may  bid  her  beauty  fade 
In  every  friend  to  love,  a  friend  fliall  find  : 

And  Vvhen  the  lamp  of  life  will  burn  no  more. 
When  dead  fiie  feems  as  in  a  gentle  fleep, 

The  pitying  neighbour  fliall  her  ]ofs  deplore, 
And  round  the  bier  aflembled  lovers  weep  : 

O  4  Wi6k 


(      3100      ) 

With  flowery  garlands,  each  revolving  year 

Shall  ftrow  the  grave  where  truth  and  foftncfs  reft, 

Then  home  returning  drop  the  pious  tear, 
And  bid  the  turf  lie  eafy  on  her  breaft. 


G        Y  IV. 


BY     THE     SAME. 


WHILE  calm  you  fit  beneath  your  fecret  fliade. 
And  lofe  in  plealing  thought  the  fummer  day, 
Or  tempt  the  wilh  of  fome  unpraitis'd  maid, 
Whofe  heart  at  once  inclines  and  fears  to  ftray  : 

The  fprightly  figure  of  my  youth  is  fled. 
Lonely  and  fick  on  death  is  all  my  thought, 

Oh  fpare,  Persephone  a,  this  guiltlefs  head, 
Love,  too  much  love,  is  all  thy  fuppliant's  fault. 

No  virgin's  eafy  faith  1  e'er  betray'd, 
My  tongue  ne'er  boailed  of  a  feign'd  embrace, 

No  poifons  in  the  cup  have  I  convey'd. 
Nor  veil'd  deIlru6tion  with  a  friendly  face : 

No  fecret  horrors  gnaw  this  quiet  breaft, 

This  pious  hand  ne'er  robb'd  the  facred  fane, 

I  ne'er  difturb'd  the  gods'  eternal  reft 
With  curfcs  loud,  but  oft  have  pray'd  in  vain, 
»  The  Godilefs  of  Dsath. 

No 
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No  ftealth  of  time  has  thinn'd  my  flowing  hair. 
Nor  age  yet  bent  me  with  his  iron  hand  j 

Ah  why  lb  loon  the  tender  blolTom  tear. 
Ere  Autumn  yet  the  ripep- d  fruit  demand  ? 

Ye  gods,  whoe'er,  in  gloomy  (hades  below. 
Now  flowly  tread  your  melancholy  round, 

Kovv  wandering  view  the  baleful  rivers  flow. 
And  mufing  harken  to  their  folemn  found : 

Ph  let  me  ftill  enjoy  the  chearful  day, 
Till  many  years  unheeded  o'er  me  roU'd, 

Plcas'd  in  my  age  I  trifle  life  away, 

And  tell  how  much  we  lov'd,  ere  I  grew  old. 

Bjit  you,  who  now  with  feflive  garlands  crown'd 
In  chace  of  pleafure  the  gay  moments  fpend, 

"By  quick  enjoyment  heal  Love's  pleafing  w^ound, 
And  grieve  for  nothing,  but  your  abfent  friend. 
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BY    THE    SAME. 

WITH  wine,  more  wine,  deceive  thy  mafter's  carc^ 
Till  creeping  flumber  footh  his  troubled  breail, 
Let  not  a  whifper  flir  the  filent  air. 
If  haplefs  love  a  while  confent  to  reft. 

Untoward  guards  befet  my  Cynthia's  doors. 
And  cruel  locks  th'  imprifon'd  fair  conceal, 

May  lightnings  blafl  whom  love  in  vain  implores, 
And  Jove's  own  thunder  rive  ihofe  bolts  of  fteel  I 

Ah,  gentle  door,  attend  my  humble  call. 
Nor  let  thy  founding  hinge  our  thefrs  betray, 

So  all  my  curfes  far  from  thee  fhall  fall, 
We  angry  lovers  mean  not  half  we  lay. 

Remember  now  the  flowery  wreaths    gave. 

When  firft  I  told  thee  of  my  bold  defires, 
Nor  thou,  O  Cynthia,  fear  the  watchful  flave, 

Venus  will  favour  what  herfclf  infpires. 

She  guides  the  youths  who  fee  not  where  they  tread, 

She  (hews  the  virgin  how  to  tuin  the  door. 

Softly  to  fteal  from  off  her  filent  bed. 

And  not  a  ftep  Ixtray  her  on  the  floor, 

The 
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The  fearlefs  lover  wants  no  beam  of  light,  ^ 

The  robber  knows  hiro,  nor  obftrufts  liis  way. 

Sacred  he  wanders  through  the  pathlefs  night, 
Belongs  to  Venus,  and  can  never  llray. 

I  fcorn  the  chilling  wind,  and  beating  rain, 
Nor  heed  cold  watchings  on  the  dewy  ground. 

If  all  the  hardfliips  I  for  love  fuflain, 

With  Love's  victorious  joys  at  lail  be  crown'd: 

With  fudden  flep  let  none  our  blifs  furprife. 
Or  check  the  freedom  of  fecure  delight—— 

Kafh  man,  beware,  and  fliut  thy  curious  eyes. 
Left  angry  Venus  fnatch  their  guilty  fight : 

But  fliould'il  thou  fee,  th'  important  fecret  hide. 

Though  queftion'd  by  the  poxvers  of  earth  an  heaven. 

The  prating  tongue  fliall  Love's  revenge  abide. 
Still  fue  for  grace,  and  never  be  forgiven, 

A  wizard-dame,  thy  lover's  ancient  friend, 

With  magic  charm  has  deaft  thy  hufband's  ear. 

At  her  command  I  faw  the  ftars  defcend. 
And  winged  lightnings  flop  in  mid  career. 

I  faw  her  flamp,  and  cleave  the  folid  ground. 
While  ghaftly  fpedres  round  us  wildly  roam, 

I  faw  them  hearken  to  her  potent  found. 

Till  fcar'd  at  day  they  fought  their  dreary  home. 

5  ■  At 
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At  her  command  the  vig'rous  fummer  pines. 
And  winter)'  clouds  obfcure  the  hopeful  year, 

At  her  Itrong  bidding  gloomy  winter  fhines, 
And  vernal  rofes  on  the  fnows  appear. 

She  gave  thefe  charms  which  I  on  thee  beffow, 
Tqc)'  dim  the  eye,  and  dull  the  jealous  mind, 

For  me  they  make  an  hulband  nothing  know, 
For  me,  and  only  me,  they  make  him  blind. 

But  what  did  moft  this  faithful  heart  furprife, 
She  boafted  that  her  fkill  could  fet  it  free ; 

This-  faithful  heart  the  boafted  freedom  flies, 
How  could  it  venture  to  abandon  thee  ? 

ELEGY  VI. 

BY     THE     SAME. 

THOUSANDS  would  feek  the  lafting  peace  of  death. 
And  in  that  harbour  flum  the  ftorm  of  care, 
Officious  hope  ftill  holds  the  fleeting  breath, 
She  tells  them  flill,-^— to-morrow  will  be  fair : 

N 

She  tells  me,  Deli  a,  I  fliall  thee  obtain  : 

But  can  I  liften  to  her  fyren  fong, 

Who  feven  flow  months  have  dragg'd  my  painful  chain. 

So  long  thy  lover,  and  defpis'd  lo  long  ? 

By 
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By  all  the  joys  thy  deareft  Celia  gave, 

Let  not  her  once-lov'd  friend  unpity'd  burrt : 

So  may  her  aflies  find  a  peaceful  grave, 
And  fleep  uninjur'd  in  their  facred  urn. 

To  her  I  firft  avow'd  my  tim'rous  flame, 

She  nursM  my  hopes,  and  taught  me  how  to  fue, 

She  ftill  would  pity  what  the  wife  might  blame, 
And  feel  for  weaknefs  which  fhe  never  knew  : 

Ah  do  not  grieve  the  dear  lamented  fhade. 

That  hovering  round  us  all  my  lufFerings  hears. 

She  is  my  faint,— to  her  my  prayers  are  made. 
With  oft-repeated  gifts  of  flowers  and  tears : 

To  her  fad  tomb  at  midnight  I  retire, 

And  lonely  fitting  by  the  filent  fl:one, 
I  tell  it  all  the  griefs  my  wrongs  infpire. 

The  marble  image  feems  to  hear  my  moan  : 

Thy  friend's  pale  ghoU  flaall  vex  thy  fleeplefs  bed. 
And  ftand  before  thee  all  in  virgin  white  ; 

That  ruthlefs  bofom  will  difturb  the  dead, 
And  call  forth  pity  from  eternal  night : 

Ceafe,  cruel  man,  the  mournful  theme  forbear. 
Though  much  thou  fuffer,  to  thyfelf  complain. 

Ah  to  recall  the  fad  remembrance  fpare,  . 
One  tear  from  her,  is  more  than  all  thy  pain. 
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BY    THfi    SAME. 

NOW  Delia  breathes  in  woods  the  fragrant  air. 
Dull  are  the  hearts  that  ftill  in  town  remain, 
Venus  herfelf  attends  on  Delia  there, 
And  Cupid  fporta  amid  the  fylvan  train. 

Oh  with  what  joy  my  Delia  to  behold, 

I'd  prefs  the  fpade,  or  wield  the  weighty  prong, 

Guide  the  flow  plough-fliare  through  the  Itubboin  mold. 
And  patient  goad  the  loitering  ox  along  : 

The  fcorching  heats  I'd  carelefsly  defpife. 
Nor  heed  the  blifters  on  my  tender  hand  ; 

The  great  Apollo  wore  the  iiame  difguife. 

Like  me  fubdued  to  Love's  fupreme  conomand. 

No  healing  herbs  could  footh  their  mafter's  pain, 

I'he  art  of  phyfic  loll:  and  ufelefs  lay, 
To  Peneus'  ftream,  and  Tempe's  Ihady  plain, 

He  drove  his  herds  beneath  the  noon-tide  ray  : 

Of: 
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Oft  with  a  bleating  lamb  in  cither  arm, 
His  blufliing  »  fifter  Unv  him  pace  along, 

Oft  would  his  voice  the  filent  valley  charm. 
Till  lowing  oxen  broke  the  tender  fong. 

Where  are  his  triumphs  ?  where  his  warlike  toil  ? 

Where  by  his  darts  the  crefted  Python  flain  ? 
Where  are  his  Delphi  ?  his  delightful  ifle  ? 

The  God  himfelf  is  grown  a  cottage  fwain. 

O  Ceres,  in  your  golden  fields  no  more, 

With  harvefl's  chearful  pojnp  my  fair  detain,— 

Think  what  for  loft  ^  Proferpina  you  bore, 
And  in  a  mother's  anguifli  feel  my  pain. 

Our  wifer  fathers  left  their  fields  unfown. 

Their  food  was  acorns,  love  their  fole  employ. 

They  met,  they  lik'd,  they  ftaid  but  till  alone. 
And  in  each  valley  fnatch'd  the  honeft  joy ; 

No  wakeful  guard,  no  doors  to  ftop  defire. 
Thrice  happy  times  ! — but  oh  I  fondly  rave. 

Lead  me  to  Delia,  all  her  eyes  inipire 

I'll  do, — I'll  plough  or  dig  as  Dex,i  a's  flave, 

*  The  Goddefs  Diana. 

^  The  daughter  of  Ceres,  taken  from  her  by  Pluto, 
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ELEGY  VIII. 

EY     THE     SAME. 

AH,  what  avails  thy  lover's  pious  care  ? 
'His  lavifli  incenfe  clouds  the  fky  in  vain, 
Kor  wealth  ndf  greatnefs  was  his  idle  prayer, 
For  thee  alone  he  pray'd,  thee  hop'd  to  gain  ; 

With  thee  I  hop'd  to  wafte  the  pleafing  day, 

Till  in  thy  arms  an  age  of  joy  was  paft. 
Then  old  with  love  infeniibly  decay, 

And  on  thy  bofom  gently  breathe  my  lafl, 

I  fcorn  the  Lydian  river's  golden  wave. 
And  all  the  vulgar  charms  of  human  life, 

I  only  alk  to  live  my  Delia's  flave. 

And  when  I  long  have  ferv'd  her,  call  her  wife : 

I  only  afk,  of  her  I  love  pofTell, 

To  fmk  o'ercome  with  blifs  in  fafe  repofe. 

To  ftrain  her  yielding  beauties  to  my  breaft, 
And  kifs  her  wearied  eye-lids  till  they  clofe. 

Attend,  O  Juno,  with  thy  fober  ear. 

Attend,  gay  Venus,  parent  of  defire. 
This  one  fond  wifli  if  you  refufe  to  hear. 

Ok,  let  me  with  this  figh  of  love  expire, 
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BY      THE      SAME. 


HE  who  could  fi!t*ft  two  gentle  hearts  unbindj, 
And  rob  a  lover  of  his  weeping  fair, 
Hard  was  the  man,  but  harder,  in  my  mind. 
The  lover  dill  who  dy'd  not  of  defpair. 

With  mean  difguife  let  others  nature  hide. 
And  mimic  virtue  with  the  paint  of  art, 

i  fcorn  the  cheat  of  reafon's  foolifh  pride. 
And  boaft  the  graceful  weaknefs  of  my  hearto 

The  more  I  think,  the  more  I  feel  my  pain, 

And  learn  the  more  each  heavenly  charm  to  prize> 

While  fools,  too  light  for  paffion,  fafe  remain, 
And-dull  fenfatiott  keeps  the  ftupid  wife. 

Sdd  is  my  day,  and  fad  my  lingering  night. 

When  wrapt  in  filent  grief  I  weep  alonej 
Delia  is  loftj  and  all  my  paft  delight 

Is  now  the  fource  of  unavailing  moan. 

Where  is  the  wit  that  heighten'd  beauty's  charms  ? 

Where  is  the  face  that  fed  my  longing  eyes  ? 
Where  is  the  fliape  that  might  have  bleft  my  arms  ? 

Where  all  thofe  hopes  relentlcfs  fate  denies  ? 

Vol.  IV.  P  When 
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When  fpcnt  with  endlefs  grief  I  die  at  laft 

Delia  may  come,  and  fee  my  poor  remains— 

Oh  Delia,  after  fuch  an  abfence  paft, 

Canll  thou  ftill  love,  and  not  forget  my  pains  ? 

Wilt  thou  in  tears  thy  lover's  corfe  attend  ? 

With  eyes  averted  light  the  folemn  pyre. 
Till  all  around  the  doleful  flames  afcend. 

Then  flovvly  finking  by  degrees  expire  ? 

To  footh  the  hovering  foul  be  thine  the  care, 
With  plaintive  cries  to  lead  the  mournful  band, 

In  fable  weeds  the  golden  vafe  to  bear. 

And  cull  my  aflies  v/ith  thy  trembling  hand : 

Panchaia's  odours  be  their  collly  feaft. 

And  all  the  pride  of  Afia's  fragrant  year. 
Give  them  the  treafures  af  the  fartheft  Eaft, 

And,  what  is  Hill  more  precious,  give  thy  teaiv 

Dying  for  thee,  there  is  in  death  a  pride, 
Let  all  the  world  thy  haplefs  lover  know. 

No  fdent  urn  the  noble  paffion  hide, 

B\it  deeply  graven  thus  my  fufferings  fliow. 

Here  ties  a  youth  borne  down  with  grief  and  care, 
He  could  not  long  his  Delia's  lofs  abide, 

Joy  left  his  bofom  with  the  parting  fair. 

And,  when  he  durii;  no  longer  hope,  he  dy'd. 
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SY       THE      SAME. 

THIS  day,  which  faw  my  Delia's  beauty  rife,         , 
Shall  more  than  all  our  facred  days  be  blefl, 
The  world  enamour'd  of  her  lovely  eyes, 
Shall  grow  as  good  and  gentle  as  her  breaft. 

By  all  our  guarded  fighs,  and  hid  dcfires, 
O  may  our  guiltlefs  love  be  flill  the  fame ! 

I  burn,  and  glory  in  the  pleafing  fires, 
If  Delia's  bofom  Ihare  the  mutual  flamct 

Thou  happy  genius  of  her  natal  hour, 

Accept  her  incenfe,  if  her  thoughts  be  kind ; 

But  let  her  court  in  vain  thy  angry  power. 
If  all  our  vows  are  bloLted  from  her  mind. 

And  thou,  O  Venus,  hear  my  righteous  prayer  j 
Or  bind  the  fliepherdefs,  or  loofe  the  fwain ! 

Yet  rather  guard  them  both  with  equal  care, 
And  let  them  die  together  in  thy  chain* 

What  I  demand  perhaps  her  heart  defires, 
But  virgin  tears  her  nicer  tongue  reftrain, 

The  fecret  thought,  which  bluftiing  love  inlpircs, 
The  confciows  eye  can  full  as  well  explain. 
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ELEGY  XI. 

'  )tY     THE   'dAM'i:/ 

HE  man,  who  fliarpen'd  firfl  the  warlike  ft^etj 


How  fell  and  deadly  was  his  iron  heart,' 
He  gave  the  wound  encountering  nations  feel, 
And  death  grew  ftfonger  by  his  fatal  art :' 


i 


Yet  riot  from  fleel,  debate  and  baltle  fofe,' 

'Tis  gold  o'erturns  the  even  fcale  of  life, 
Nature  is  free  to  all,  and  none  were  foes,  ^  " 

Till  partial  luxiiry  begari  the  flrife. 

Let  fpoil  and  vi£lory  adorn  the  bold,  ^ 

While  I  inglorious  neither  hope  nor  fear*  " 

Perifli  the  thiift  of  honour,  thirft  of  gold, 
Ere  for  my  abfence  Delia  lofe  a  tear. 
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Why  fliould  the  lover  quit  hi^  pleafmg  home, 
Iri  fcarch  of  danger  on  fome  foreign  ground  ? 

Far  from  his  weeping  fair  ungrateful  roam. 
And  rilk  m  every  flroke  a  double  wound  ? 

Ah,  better  far,  befieath  the  fpreading  fliadt. 

With  chearful  friends  to  drain  the  fprijhtly  bowl/  '• 

To  fing  the  beauties  of  my  darling  maid,' 
And  on  the  fvveet  idea  feait  my  foul ; 

^  '  Thtriy 
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Tiien,  full  of  Love,  to  all  her  charms  retire^^ 
And  fold  her  blufliipg  to  my  eager  breaft, 
Tjll,  quite  o'ercome  vyith  foftnefs,  with  defire, 

Like  me  ihe  pants,  flie  faints,  and  links  to  reft. 

ELEGY  XII, 

BY      THE      SAME^ 

"■^O  feeond  love  fliall  e'er  my  heart  furprize, 

This  folemn  league  did  firlj  our  pattion  bind: 
Thou,  only  thou,  canft  pleafe  thy  lover's  eyes, 
Thy  voice  alone  can  pleafe  his  troubled  mindv 

Oh  that  thy  charms  were  only  fair  to  me, 

Difpleafe  all  others,  and  fecure  my  reft. 
No  need  of  envy,— let  me  happy  be, 

I  little  care  that  others  know  me  bleft. 

With  thee  in  bloomy  deferts  let  me  dwell. 

Where  never  human  footftep  mark'd  tlie  ground  j 

Thou,  light  of  life,  all  darknefs  canll  expell, 
Aqd  feem  a  world  with  folitu4e  around. 

I  fay  too  much — my  heedlefs  words  reftore. 
My  tongue  undoes  me  in  this  loving  hour. 

Thou  know'll  thy  ftrength,  and  thence  infulting  more, 
Wjlt  make  me  feel  the  weight  of  all  thy  power  : 

P  3  "■'■■■  '    Whate'er 
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^^Tiate'er  I  feel,  thy  flave  I  will  ramain, 
Nor  fly  the  burthen  I  am  form'd  to  bear : 

In  chains  I'll  lit  me  down  at  Venus*  fane. 

She  knows  my„wrongs,  and  will  regard  my  prayer. 
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XIII. 


LET  others  boaft  their  heaps  of  fliining  gold, 
And  view  their  fields  with  waving  plenty  crown'dj 
Whom  neighbouring  foes  in  conftant  terror  hold. 
And  trumpets  break  their  flumbers  never  found  : 

While  calmly  poor  I  trifle  life  ziway. 

Enjoy  fweet  leifure  by  ray  chearful  fire. 
No  wanton  hope  my  quiet  fhall  betray, 

But  cheaply  bleft  I'll  fcorn  each  vain  delirc. 

With  timely  care  I'll  fow  my  Ijttle  field, 

And  plant  my  orchard  with  its  mafter's  Jiand, 

Nor  blufli  to  fpread  the  hay,  the  hook  to  wield, 
Or  range  my  flieaves  along  the  funny  land. 

If  late  at  dulk,  while  carelefsly  I  roapi, 

I  meet  a  ilroling  kid,  or  bleating  lamb, 
Vnder  my  arm  I'll  bring  the  wanderer  home. 

And  not  a  little  chide  its  thoughtlefs  dam. 

What 
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What  joy  to  hear  the  tempeft  howl  in  vain, 
And  clafp  a  fearful  miflrefs  to  my  breall  ? 

Or  lull'd  to  flumber  by  the  beating  rain. 
Secure  and  happy  fink  at  laft  to  reft  ? 

Or  if  the  fun  in  flaming  Leo  rid€, 

By  fliady  rivers  indolently  ftray, 
And  with  my  Delia,  walking  fide  by  fide,  -  ,    -,\. 

Hear  how  they  murmur,  as  they  glide  away^-'^f^vsJ^ 

What  joy  to  wind  along  the  cool  retreat, 

To  ftop  and  gaze  on  Delia  as  I  go  ?      •  ;(J 

To  mingle  fweet  difcourfe  with  kifles  fweet. 
And  teach  my  lovely  fcholar  all  I  know  ? 

Thus  pleas'd  at  heart,  and  not  with  fancy's  drcaip, 

In  filent  happinefs  I  reft  unknown  5 
Content  with  what  I  am,  not  what  I  feem, 

1  live  for  Delia,  and  my felf  alone. 

Ah,  foolilh  man,  who  thus  of  her  poflefs'd. 
Could  float  and  wander  with  ambition's  wind. 

And  if  his  outward  trappings  fpoke  him  bleft. 
Not  heed  the  ficknefs  of  his  cbnfcious  mind  ! 

With  her  I  fcorn  the  idle  breath  of  praife,   ' 
Nor  truft  to  happinefs  that's  not  our  own, 

The  fmile  of  fortune  might  fufpicion  raife, 
But  here  I  know  that  I  am  lov'd  alone. 

J*  ij  Stanhope, 
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Stanhope,  in  vvifdom  as  in  wit  divine, 

May  rife  and  plead  Britannia's  glorious  caufe. 

With  fteady  rein  his  eager  wit  confine. 

While  manly  fenfe  the  deep  attention  draws. 

Let  Stanhope  fpeak  his  liftening  country's  wrong. 
My  humble  voice  fliall  plcafe  one  partial  maid  j 

For  her  alone  I  pen  my  tender  fong. 
Securely  fitting  in  his  friendly  fliade. 

Stanhope  fliall  come,  and  grace  his  rural  friend, 

Delia  fliall  wonder  at  her  noble  gueft, 
With  blufhing  awe  the  riper  fruit  commend. 

And  for  her  hufband's  patron  cull  the  beil:. 

Hers  be  the  care  of  all  my  little  train, 

While  I  with  tender  indolence  am  bleil. 
The  fav'rite  fubjeft  of  her  gentle  reign, 

By  love  alone  diflinguifh'd  from  the  reft. 

For  her  I'll  yoke  my  oxen  to  the  plow. 

In  gloomy  forells  tend  my  lonely  flock, 
For  her  a  goat-herd  climb  the  mountain's  brow, 

And  fleep  extended  on  the  naked  rock  : 

Ah  what  avails  to  prefs  the  ftately  bed, 

And  far  from  her  'midft  taflelefs  grandeur  weep,       ^ 
By  marble  fountains  lay  the  penfive  head, 

And,  while  they  murmur,  Ilf  ive  in  vain  to  fleep  ? 
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Delia  alone  can  pleafe,  and  never  tire, 
Exceed  i\ie  paint  of  thought  in  true  delight, 

With  her,  enjoyment  wakens  new  defire, 

And  equal  rapture  glows  through  every  night: 

Beauty  and  worth  in  her  alike  contend 
To  charm  the  fancy  and  to  fix  the  mind. 

In  her,  my  wife,  my  miitrefs,  ?ndmyfnen4; 
I  tafte  the  joys  of  fenfe  and  reafon  join'd. 

On  her  I'll  gaze  when  others'  loves  are  o'er, 
And  dying  prefs  her  with  my  clay-cold*  hand— • 

Thou  weep'lt  already,  as  I  were  no  more. 
Nor  can  that  gentle  breall:  the  thought  vvithlland. 

Oh,  when  I  die,  my  latefl  moments  fpare. 
Nor  let  thy  grief  with  fliarper  torments  kill. 

Wound  not  thy  cheeks,  nor  hurt  that  flowing  hair, 
Though  I  am  dead,  my  foul  fliall  love  thee  ftill: 

Oh  quit  the  room,  O  quit  the  deathftil  bed. 
Or  thou  wilt  die,  fo  tender  is  thy  heart, 

O  leave  me,  Delia,  ere  thou  fee  me  dead, 

Thefe  weeping  friends  will  do  thy  mournful  part: 

Let  them,  extended  on  the  decent  bier, 

Convey  the  corfe  in  melancholy  Hate, 
Through  all  the  village  fpread  the  tender  tear, 

While  pitying  maids  oiir  wond'rous  love«  relate. 

ELEGY 


(    2iS    ) 
ELEGY  XIV. 

B  Y       T  H  E       S  A  M  E, 

WHAT  fcenes  of  blifs  my  rapturM  fancy  fram'd, 
In  fome  lone  fpot  with  peace  and  thee  retir'd. 
Though  reafon  then  my  fanguine  fondnefa  blam'd, 
li    I  llill  believ'd  what  flattering  love  infpir'd : 

But  now  my  wrongs  have  taught  my  humbled  mind, 
To  dangerous  blifs  no  longer  to  pretend, 

In  books,  a  calm  but  iixt  content  to  find, 
Safe  joys,  that  on  ourfelves  alone  depend : 

With  them  the  gentle  moments  I  beguile 

In  learned  cafe,  and  elegant  d^ight, 
Compare  the  beauties  of  each  different  ftyle, 

Each  various  ray  of  wit's  diftufive  light : 

Now  mark  tlie  llrength  of  Milton's  facred  lines, 
Senfe  rais'd  by  genius,  fancy  rul'd  by  art, 

Where  all  the  glory  of  the  godhead  fhines, 
Anjd  earliefl:  innocence  inchants  the  heart. 

Now  fir'd  by  Pope  and  Virtue  leave  the  age, 
In  low  purfuit  of  felf-undoing  wrong, 

And  trace  the  author  through  his  moral  page, 
Whofe  blamelefs  life  fl-iil  anfwcrs  to  his  fong. 
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If  time  and  books  my  lingering  pain  can  heal, 
And  reafon  fix  its  empire  o'er  my  heart. 

My  patriot  breaft  a  nobler  warmth  fliall  feel, 
And  glow  with  love  where  weaknefs  has  no  part. 

Thy  heart,  O  Lyttelton,  fhall  be  my  guide. 
Its  fire  (hall  warm  me,  and  its  mirth  improve. 

Thy  heart,  above  all  envy,  and  all  pride, 
Firm  as  man's  fenfe,  and  foft  as  woman's  love. 

And  you,  O  Weft,  with  her  your  partner  dear, 
Whom  focial  mirth  and  ufeful  fenfe  corHmend, 

With  learning's  feaft  my  drooping  mind  Ihall  chear, 
Glad  to  efcape  from  love  to  fuch  a  friend. 

But  why  fq  long  my  weaker  heart  deceive  ? 

Ah  ftill  I  love  in  pride  and  reafon's  fpite. 
No  books,  alas  !  my  painful  thoughts  relieve. 

And  while  I  threat,  this  elegy  I  write. 


XV. 


BY      THE       SAME. 


OH  form'd  alike  to  ferve  us  and  to  pleafe  ; 
Polite  with  honefty  ;  and  learn'd  with  eafe ; 
With  heart  to  a6t,  with  genius  to  retire ; 
Open,  yet  wife  ;  though  gentle,  fill  I  of  fire ; 


With 
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With  thee  I  fcorn  the  low  conftraint  of  art, 

Nor  fear  to  truft  the  folUes  of  my  heart ; 

Hear  then  from  what  my  long  defpair  arofe, 

The  faithful  llory  of  a  lover's  woes : 

When,  in  a  fober  melancholy  hour, 

Reduc'd  by  ficknefs  under  reafon's  power, 

I  view'd  my  Itate  too  little  weigh'd  before. 

And  love  himfelf  could  flatter  me  no  more, 

My  Delia's  hopes  I  would  no  more  deceive, 

But  whom  my  paffion  hurt,  through  friendfliip  leave  j 

I  chofe  the  coldeft  words  my  heart  to  hide, 

And  cure  her  fex's  weaknefs  through  its  pride  : 

The  prudence  which  I  taught,  I  ill  purfued. 

The  charm  my  reafon  broke,  my  he,ai:t  jfenewM  j  j 

Again  fubmiffive  to  her  feet  I  came. 

And  prov'd  too  well  my  paffion  by  my  fliame ;  ■.»  U-j 

While  ftie,  fccure  in  coldnefs,  or  dildain. 

Forgot  my  love,  or  triumph'd  in  its  pain. 

Begnn  with  higher  views  her  thoughts  to  raife, 

And  fcorn'd  the  humble  Poet  of  her  praife  : 

She  let  each  little  He  o'er  truth  prevail, 

And  ftrengthen'd  by  her  faith  each  groundless  tale, 

Believ'd  the  grolTeft  arts  that  malice  try'd, 

Kor  once  in  thought  was  on  her  lover's  fide : 

Ph,  where  were,  then  my  fcenes  of  fancy'd  life  ? 

Ph,  where  the  friend,  themillrefs,  and  the  wife  ?     ^    h 

Her  years  of  promis'd  love  were  quickly  paft, 

Jsfot  two  revolving  moons  could  fee  them  laft. 

To  Stow's  delightful  fcenes  I  now  repair, 

la  Cobham's  fmiie  to  lole  the  gloom  of  care ! 

Nor 
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Islbr  fear  that  he  my  weaknefs  fhould  defpifc, 

In  nature  learned,  and  humanely  wife  : 

There  Pitt,  in  manners  foft,  in  frienddiip  warm, 

With  mild  advice  my  liftening  grief  fliall  charm^ 

With  fenfe  to  counfel,  and  with  wit  to  plealj^j 

A  Roman's  virtue  with  a  Courtier's  eafe. 

Nor  you,  my  frierid,  whofe  heart  is  ftill  at  reft, 

Contemn  the  human  weaknefs  of  my  breaft  ; 

Reafon  may  chide  the  faults  fhe  cannot  cure, 

And  painsj  which  long  we  fcorn'd,  we  oft  eiidnre  j 

Though  wifer  cares  employ  your  ftudious  mind  ; 

Form'd  with  a  fonl  fo  elegantly  kind. 

Your  breaft  may  lofe  the  calm  it  long  has  knovvri^ 

And  learn  my  woes  to  pity,  by  ics  'o\ih. 


'fttE 
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THE    AFRICAN     PRINCE*, 

NOW   IN  ENCCAND,    TO    ZARA    AT    HIS    PATHER'S   COURTf 
WRITTEN  IN  THE  YEAR  MDCCXLIX. 
BYDR,      DODD''. 


P 


RINCES,  my  fair,  unfortunately  great, 
Born  to  the  pompous  vaflalage  of  Hate, 

Whene'er 


'  TKefe  epiftles  were  occafioned  by  the  appearance  in  England  of 
two  Africans  who  had  been  ttapanned  by  the  captain  of  a  trading 
veffcl,  and  fold  for  flaves.  One  of  them  was  a  prince  who  had  been 
intruficd  to  the  wretch  who  betrayed  him,  A  reprefentation  of  their 
cafe  by  fome  of  the  crew  to  government,  occafioned  their  being 
ranfomed,  and  afterwards  maintained,  educated,  and  fent  home  t« 
their  own  conntry  in  a  manner  fuitable  co  their  births  and  ftations. 

*  Dr,  William  Dodd  was  the  eldcft  fon  of  a  clergyman  many 
years  vicar  of  Bourne  in  Lincolnfhirf,  and  was  born  May  29,  1729. 
He  was  fent  at  the  age  of  fixtcen  to  the  Univerlity  of  Cambridgei 
and  admitted  a  fizer  of  Clare  Hall.  In  1749  50  he  took  the  degree 
ftf  B.  A.  with  great  reputation,  and  fooo  after  married  and  quitted 
the  Univerfity.  He  then  entered  into  holy  orders,  and  very  early 
became  a  popular  preacher.  In  1758  he  took  the  degree  of  M.  A. 
and  ihat  of  LL.  D.  in  1766.  On  the  foundation  of  the  Magdalen 
Hofpital  he  was  appointed  preacher*  In  1763  he  obtained  the  pre- 
bend of  Brecon,  and  in  1765  was  nominated  one  of  the  King's  chaji* 
-  kins.     Ht  afterw2»rd»  was   prefented   to  the   living  of  Hociiffe  in 

BcdfordAire. 
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Whenever  the  public  calls,  are  doom'd  to  fly 
Domeftic  blifs,  and  break  the  private  tie, 
Fame  pays  with  empty  breath  the  toils  they  bear. 
And  love's  foft  joys  are  chang'd  for  glorious  ogre; 
Yet  confcious  virtue,  in  the  filent  hour, 
Rewards  the  hero  with  a  noble  dower. 
For  this  alone  I  dar'd  the  roaring  fea, 
Yet  more,  for  this  I  dar'd  to  part  with  thee. 
But  while  my  bofom  feels  the  nobler  flame. 
Still  unreprov'd,  it  owns  thy  gentler  claim. 
Though  virtue's  awful  form  my  foul  approves, 
*Tis  thine,  thine  only,  Zara,  that  it  loves. 
A  private  lot  had  made  the  claim  but  one, 
The  prince  alone  muft  love  for  virtr,e  ftmn. 
Ah  !  why,  diftinguift^'d  frcni  the  happier  croud, 
To  me  the  blifs  of  millions  difallow'd  ? 
Why  wae  I  iingled  for  imperial  fway, 
Since  love  and  duty  point  a  different  way  ? 

Bedfordthire.  Living  in  an  extravagant  manner,  greatly  above  his 
eircumftances.,  he  was  weak  enough  to  be  tempted  to  write  an  ano- 
nymous letter  to  the  lord  chancellor's  lady,  offering  a  fum  of 'rato- 
ney,  if  through  her  intereft  he  was  promoted  to  the  living  of  St. 
George,  Hanover  Square,  ihe  difeovery  of  this  aft  of  folly  ruined 
him  in  the  opinion  of  his  friends,  and  of  the  world.  He  was  flrucfc 
off  the  lift  of  King's  chaplains  with  difgrace,  and  his  expenfiTe  tnan- 
rer  of  living  being  not  leffened,  he  was  prompted  to  forge  a  bond 
from  lord  Chefterficld,  for  which  he  was  tried  at  the  Old  Bailey, 
cenYifted,  and  execotdd  at  Tyburn^  Jone  27,  1777^ 

Fix'd 
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Fix'd  the  dread  voyage,  and  the  d^y  decreed, 
When,  duty's  victim,  love  was  doom'd  to  bked, 
Too  well  my  meni'ry  can  thefe  fcenes  renew. 
We  met  to  figh,  to  weep  our  lall  adieu. 
That  confcious  palm,  beneath  whofe  towering  fliado 
So  oft  our  vows  of  mutual  love  were  made  ; 
Where  hope  fo  oft  anticipated  joy, 
And  plann'd  of  future  years  the  beil  employ  ; 
That  palm  was  witnefs  to  the  tears  we  flied. 
When  tha^fond  hope,  and  all  thofe  joys  were  fled. 
Thy  trembling  lips,  with  trembling  lips,  I  prell, 
And  held  thee  panting  to  my  panting  breail. 
Our  forrow,  grown  too  mighty  to  fuilain, 
Now  fnatch'd  us,  fainting,  ffojn  the  lenlb  of  pain,    . 
Together  finking  in  the  trance  divine, 
I  caught  thy  fleeting  fOul,  and  gave  thee  mine  ! 
O  !   bleft  oblivion  of  tormenting  care  ! 
*D  I  why  recaird  to  life  and  to  defpair  ? 
The  dreadful  lummons  came,  to  part — and  why  ? 
Why  not  the  kinder  fUmtnotis  but  to  die  ? 
To  die  together  werfe  to  part  no  more, 
To  land  in  fafety  on  fome  peaceful  fhore. 
Where  love's  the  bufinefs  of  immortal  lifci 
And  happy  fpirits  only  guefs  at  ftrife. 
•'  If  in  fome  diitant  land  my  prince  fliould  find 
**  Some  nymph  more  fair,  you  cry'd,  as  Zara  kind''-^ 
Myfterious  doubt !  whicli  could  at  once  impart 
Relief  to  mine,  and  anguifli  to  thy  heart  ; 

Still 
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Still  let  me  triumph  in  the  fear  exproft, 
The  voice  of  love  that  whifperM  in  thy  breaft; 
Nor  call  me  cruel,  for  my  truth  fliall  prove 
Tvvas  but  the  vain  anxiety  of  love. 

Torn  from  thy  fond  embrace,  the  ftrarid  I  gain. 
Where  mourning  friends  inflid  fuperfluous  pain  j 
My  father  there  his  ftruggling  fighs  fuppreft, 
And  in  dumb  anguifli  clafp'd  me  to  his  breaft. 
Then  fought,  concealM  the  conflidt  of  his  mind, 
To  give  the  fortitude  he  could  not  find  ; 
Each  life-taught  precept  kindly  he  renew'd, 
*'  Thy  country's  good,  faid  he,  be  flill  purfu'd  ! 
* '  If,  when  the  gracious  gods  my  foil  reftore, 
"  Thefe  eyes  fliall  fleep  in  death,  to  wake  no  more  ; 
*'  If  then  thefe  limbs,  that  now  in  age  decay, 
*'  Shall  mouldering  mix  with  earth's  parental  clay  j 
*'  Round  my  green  tomb  perform  tl^e  facred  rite, 
*'  Affume  my  throne,  and  let  thy  yoke  be  light  j 
* '  From  lands  of  freedom  glorious  precepts  bring, 
*'  And  reign  at  once  a  father  and  a  king." 

How  vainly  proud,  the  arrogantly  great 
Prefume  to  boaft  a  monarch's  godlike  ftate  ! 
Subje6t  alike,  the  peafant  and  the  king, 
To  life's  dark  ills,  and  care's  corroding  fting. 
From  guilt  and  fraud,  that  llrikes  in  filence  fure, 
No  fhicld  can  guard  us,  and  no  arms  fecure. 
By  thefe,  my  fair,  fubdu'd,  thy  prince  was  lofl, 
A  naked  captive  on  a  barb'rous  coaft. 

Vol.  IV.  CL  Nurtur'd 
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Nurtur'd  in  eafe,   a  thoufand  fervants  roiinJ^ 
My  wants  prevented,  and  my  wifhes  crown'd, 
No  painful  labours  flretch'd  the  tedious  day, 
On  downy  feet  my  moments  danc'd  away, 
Where-e'er  I  look'd,  officioiis  courtiers  bow'd, 
Where-e'er  I  pafs'd,  a  iliouting  people  crowd  j 
No  fears  intruded  on  the  joys  I  knew, 
Each  man  my  friend,  my  lovely  miftrefs  you. 
What  dreadful  change  !  abandon'd  and  alone,- 
The  fhouted  prince  is  now  a  flave  unknown : 
To  watch  his  eye  no  bending  courtiers  wait, 
No  hailing  crowds  proclaim  his  regal  ftate  j 
A  flave  condemn'd,  with  ufirewarded  toil, 
To  turn,  from  morn  to  eve,  a  burning  foil. 
Fainting  beneath  the  fun's  meridian  heat, 
Rouz'd  by  the  fcoufge,  the  taunting  jell  I  meet : 
"  Thanks  to  thy  friends,  they  cry,  whofe  care  recalls' 
"  A  prince  to  life,  in  whom  a  nation  falls  1" 
UnW-holefome  fcraps,  my  flrength  but  half  fullain*d, 
From  corners  glean'd,  and  ev'n  by  dogs  difdain'd  j 
At  night  I  mingled  with  a  wretched  crew. 
Who  by  lofig  ufe  with  woe  familiar  grew  j 
Of  manners  brutifli,  mercilefs,  and  rude. 
They  mock'd  my  fufferings,  and  my  pangs  renew'd : 
In  gro;?.ns,  not  ileep,  I  pafs'd  the  weary  night, 
And  rofe  to  labour  with  the  morning  light. 

Yet,  thus  of  dignity  and  eafe  beguil'd, 
Thus  fcorn'd.and  fcourg'd,  infulted  and  revil'd, 

.     6  If 
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If  Heaven  with  thee  my  faithful  arms  had  bleft, 

And  fiU'd  with  love  my  intervals  of  reft, 

Short  though  they  were,  my  foul  had  never  known 

One  fecret  wifh  to  glitter  on  a  throne ; 

The  toilfome  day  had  heard  no  figh  of  mine, 

Nor  ftripes,  nor  fcorn,  had  urg'd  me  to  repine. 

A  monarch,  ftill  beyond  a  monarch  bleft. 

Thy  love  my  diadem,  my  throne  thy  bread ; 

My  courtiers,  watchful  of  my  looks,  thy  eyes, 

Should  fhine,  perfuade,  and  flatter,  and  advife ; 

Thy  voice  my  mufick,  and  thy  arms  fliould  be— 

Ah !  not  the  prifon  of  a  flave  in  me  ! 

Could  I  with  infamy  content  remain. 

And  wilh  thy  lovely  form  to  fhare  my  chain  ? 

Could  this  bring  eafe,  forgive  th'  unworthy  thought, 

And  let  the  love  that  finn'd  atone  the  fault  ? 

Could  1,  a  flave,  and  hopelefs  to  be  free, 

Crawl,  tamely  recent  from  the  fcourge,  to  thee  ? 

Thy  blooming  beauties  could  thefe  arms  embrace? 

My  guilty  joys  enflave  an  infant  race  ? 

No :  rather  blaft  me,  lightnings,  whirlwind  tear, 

And  drive  thefe  limbs  in  atoms  through  the  air ; 

Rather  than  this,  O  !  curfe  me  flill  with  lifcj 

And  let  my  Zara  fmije  a  rival's  wife : 

Be  mine  alone  th'  accumulated  woe, 

Nor  let  me  propagate  my  curfe  below. 

But,  from  this  dreadful  fcene,  with  jby  I  turn  j 
To  truft  in  Heaven,  of  me  let  Zarji  learn, 

0^2  The 
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The  wretch,  the  fordid  hypocrite,  who  fold 

His  charge,  an  unfufpefting  prince,  for  gold, 

That  juftice  mark'd,  whofe  eyes  can  never  fleep,  f^ 

And  death  commiffion'd,,  fmote  him  on  the  deep. 

The  generous  crew  their  port  in  fafety  gain. 

And  tell  my  mournful  tale,  nor  tell  in  vain  ; 

The  king,  with  horror  of  th'  atrocious  deed. 

In  hafte  commanded,  and  the  flave  was  freed. 

Ko  more  Britannia's  cheek,  the  blufh  of  fhame, 

Burns  for  my  wrongs,  her  king  rellores  her  fame; 

Propitious  gales,  to  Freedom's  happy  fliore 

Waft  me  triumphant,  and  the  prince  reltore  ; 

Whate'er  is  great  and  gay  around  me  fliine, 

And  all  the  fplendor  of  a  court  is  mine. 

Here  knowledge  too,  by  piety  refin'd. 

Sheds  a  bright  radiance  o'er  my  brightening  mind ; 

From  earth  I  travel  upward  to  the  Iky, 

T  learn  to  live,  to- reign,  yet  more,  to  die. 

0  I  I  have  tales  to  tell,  of  love  divine — 
Such  blifsful  tidings  !  they  Iliall  foon  be  thine  ! 

1  long  to  tell  thee,  what,  amaz'd,  I  fee, 
What  habits,  buildings,  trades,  and  polity  ! 
How  art  and  nature  vie  to  entertain 

In  public  fhows,  and  mix  delight  with  pain. 

O!  Zarau,  here,  a  firory  like  my  own. 

With  mimic  flcill,  in  borrow'd  names,  was  fhownj 

«  He  alludes  to  the  Play  of  Oroonoko,  at  which  he  was  prefent, 

and  fo  affeAcd  as  to  be  unabU  lo  continue,  during  its  performance. 

In  the  houfc. 

An 
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An  Inciraa  chief,  like  me,  by  fraud  betray'' d, 
And  partner  in  his  woes  ati  Indian  maid. 
I  can't  recall  the  fcenes,  'tis  pain  too  great. 
And,  if  recall'd,  fliould  fliudder  to  relate. 

To  write  the  wonders  here,  I  ilrive  in  vain ; 
Each  word  would  afk  a  thoufand  to  explain. 
The  time  fliall  come,  O  I  fpeed  the  lingering  hour  I 
When  Zara's  charms  fhall  lend  defcription  power  ; 
When,  plac'd  befide  thee  in  the  cool  alcove, 
Or  through  the  green  favannahs  as  we  rove,  •• 
The  frequent  kifs  fliall  interrupt  the  tale, 
And  looks  fliall  fpeak  my  fenfe,  though  language  faiU 
Then  fliall  the  prodigies  that  round  me  rife. 
Fill  thy  dear  bofom  with  a  fweet  fiirprife  ; 
Then  all  my  knowledge  to  thy  faithful  heart. 
With  danger  gain'd,  fecurcly  I'll  impart. 
Methinks  I  fee  thy  changing  looks  exprefs 
Th'  alternate  fenfe  of  pleafure  and  diilrefs; 
As  all  the  windings  of  my  fate  I  trace, 
And  wing  thy  fancy  fwift  from  place  to  place. 

Yet  where,  alas !  has  flattering  thoughts  conyey'd 
The  ravifli'd  lover  with  his  darling  maid  ? 
Between  us  flill  unmeafur'd  oceans  roll. 
Which  hoftile  ba^ks  infefl,  and  florms  controuL 
Be  calm,  my  bofom,  fince  th'  unmeafur'd  main, 
And  hoftile  barks,  and  llorms,  are  God's  domain  ; 
He  rules  refiftlefs,  and  his  power  fliall  guide 
My  life  in  fafety  o'er  the  roaring  tide  j 

CL3  ShaU 
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Shall  blefs  the  love  that's  built  on  virtue's  bafe, 
And  fpare  me  to  evangelize  my  race. 
Farewel  I   thy  prince  ftill  lives,  and  IlilT  is  free : 
Farewel !  hope  all  things,  and  remember  me. 

Z  A  R  A. 

AT    THE    COURT    OF    ANAMAEOE,    TO    THE    AFRICAN 
P.RINCE    WHEN    IN    ENGLANn. 

BY      THE     SAME, 

SHOULD  I  the  language  of  my  heart  conceal. 
Nor  warmly  paint  the  paiTion  that  I  feel ; 
My  rifing  wifli  flioiild  groundlefs  fears  confine, 
And  doubts  ungenerous  chill  the  glowing  line ; 
Would  not  my  prince,  with  nobler  warmth,  difdain 
That  love,  as  languid,  which  could  floop  to  feign? 
Let  guilt  diffemhle — in  my  faithful  breaft 
Love  reigns  unblam'd,  and  be  that  love  confcft. 
I  give  my  bofom  naked  thy  view  ; 
For  what  has  fliame  with  innocence  to  do  ? 
In  fancy  now  I  clafp  thee  to  my  heart, 
Exchange  my  vows,  and  all  my  joys  impart. 
J  catch  new  tranfport  from  thyfpeaking  eye;-7 
But  whence  this  fad  involuntary  ligh  ? 

Why 
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Why  pants  my  bofom  with  intruding  fears  ? 
Why,  froni  my  eyes,  diltill  unbidden  tears  ? 
Why  do  my  hands  thus  tremble  as  I  write  ? 
Why  fades  thy  lov'd  idea  from  my  fight? 
O  !  art  thou  fafe  on  Britain's  happy  fliore, 
From  vvinds  that  bellow,  and  from  feas  that  roar  ? 
And  has  my  prince — (Oh,  more  than  mortal  pain  !) 
Betray'd  by  ruifian.s,  felt  the  captive's  chain? 
Bound  were  thofe  limbs,  ordain'd  alone  to  prove 
The  toils  of  empire,  and  the  fweets  of  love  ? 
Hold,  hold  !  Barbarians  of  the  fierceft  kind ! 
Fear  Heaven's  red  lightning— 'tis  a  prince  ye  bind  ; 
A  prince,  whom  no  indignities  could  hide, 
They  knew,  prefumptuoiis !  and  the  gods  defy'd. 
Where-e'r  he  moves,  let  love-join'd  reverence  rife, 
And  all  mankind  behold  with  Zara's  eyes  ! 

Thy  breart  alone,  when  bounding  o'er  the  waves 
To  Freedom's  climes,   from  flavery  and  flaves ; 
Thy  breail  alone  the  pleaiing  thought  could  fram^ 
Of  what  I  felt,  when  thy  dear  letters  came  : 
A  thoufand  times  I  held  them  to  my  brealT, 
A  thoufand  times  my  lips  the  paper  prefl: ; 
My  full  heart  panted  with  a  joy  too  flrong, 
And  "  Oh,  my  prince  !"  dy'd  faultering  on  my  tongue; 
Fainting,  I  funk,  unequal  to  the  ftrife, 
And  milder  joys  fuftain'd  returning  life. 
Hope,  fweet  enchantrefs,  round  my  love-fipk  head 
Pelightful  fcenes  of  bleft  deluflon  fpread. 

CL4  *•  Come, 
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**  Come,  come,  my  prince  1  my  charmer!  hafle  avv^yj 
*'  Come,  come,  I  cry'd,  thy  Zara  blames  thy  flay, 
*'  For  thee  the  fhrubs  their  richeft  fweets  retain  ^ 
*'  For  thee,  new  colours  wait  to  paint  the  plain  ; 
*'  For  thee,  cool  breezes  linger  in  the  grove, 
*'  The  birds  expedl  thee  in  the  green  alcove  ; 
*'  Till  thy  return,  the  rills  forget  to  fall, 
*'  Till  thy  return,  the  fun,  the  foul  of  all ! — 
*'  He  comes,  my  maids,  in  his  meridian  charms, 
*'  He  comes  refulgent  to  his  Zara's  arms ; 
*'  With  jocund  fongs  proclaim  my  love's  return; 
*'  With  jocund  hearts  his  nuptial  bed  adorn. 
*'  Bright  as  the  fun,  yet  gentle  as  the  dove, 
*'  He  comes,  uniting  majefty  with  love."— • 
Too  foon,  alas!  the  bleil  deludon  flies ; 
Care  fwells  my  bread,  and  forrow  fills  my  eyes- 
Ah  !  why  do  thy  fond  words  fuggefl  a  fear — 
Too  vaft,  too  numerous,  thofe  already  here  ! 
Ah!  why  with  doubts  torment  my  bleeding  breafl-, 
Of  feas  which  ftorms  controul,  and  foes  infeft  ! 
My  heart,  in  all  this  tedious  abfence,  knows 
No  thoughts  but  thofe  of  feas,  and  florms,  and  foes. 

Each  joylefs  morning,  with  the  rifing  fun, 
Quick  to  the  ftrand  my  feet  fpontaneous  run  : 
**  Where,where's  my  prince!  what  tidings  have  ye  brought?'^ 
Of  each  I  met,  with  pleading  tears  I  fought. 
In  vain  I  fought ;  fome,-  confcious  of  my  pain, 
With  horrid  lilence  pointed  to  the  main. 

Some 
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Sgrne  with  a  fneer  the  brutal  thought  expreft, 

Andplung'd  the  dagger  of  a  barb'rous  jeft: 

pay  follow'd  day,  and  ftill  I  wifh'd  the  next, 

New  hopes  ftill  flatter'd,  and  new  doubts  perplex'd  j 

Day  follow'd  day,  the  wifli'd  to-morrow  came, 

My  hopes,  doubts,  fears,  anxieties  the  fame. 

At  length — "  O  Power  Supreme !  whoe'er  thou  art, 

**  Thy  flirine  the  iky,  the  fea,  the  earth,  or  heart ; 

M  Since  every  clime,   and  all  th'  unbounded  main, 

*''And  hoftile  barks,  and  ftorms,  are  thy  domain, 

^*  If  faithful  paffion  can  thy  bounty  move, 

'*  And  goodnefs  fure  muft  be  the  friend  of  love, 

**  Safe  to  thefe  arms  my  lovely  prince  reftore, 

**  Safe  to  his  Zara's  arms,  to  part  no  more. 

*•  O  !  grant  to  virtue  thy  proteding  care, 

*'  And  grant  thy  love  to  love's  availing  prayer  j 

*'  Together  then,  and  emulous  to  praife, 

**  A  flowery  altar  to  thy  name  we'll  raife; 

*'  There,  firll  and  laft,  on  each  returning  day, 

*'  To  thee  our  vows  of  gratitude  we'll  pay." 

Fool  that  1  was,  to  all  my  comfort  blind, 
Why,  when  thou  went'ft,  did  Zara  flay  behind  ? 
How  could  I  fondly  hope  one  joy  to  prove, 
'Midft  all  the  wild  anxieties  of  love  ? 

Had  fate  in  other  mold  thy  Zara  form'd, 
And  my  bold  breafl  in  manly  friendfnip  warm'd. 
How  had  I  glow'd  exulting  at  thy  fide  ! 
How  all  the  Ihafts  of  adverfe  fate  defy'd ! 

O  yet 
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O  yet  a  vroman,  and  not  nerv'd  for  toil, 
With  thee,  O  !  had  I  turn'd  a  burning  foil ! 
In  the  cold  prifon  had  I  lain  with  thee. 
In  love  flill  happy,  we  had  ftill  been  free ; 
Then  fortune  brav'd,  had  own'd  fiiperior  might, 
And  pin'd  with  envy,  while  \ye  forc'd  delight. 

Why  lliould'ft  thou  bid  thy  love  remember  thee  ? 
Thine  all  ray  thoughts  have  been,  and  ftill  fliall  be. 
Each  night  the  cool  favannahs  have  I  fougl[it, 
And  breath'd  the  fondnefs  of  enamour'd  thought^ 
The  curling  breezes  murmur'd  as  I  figh'd. 
And  hoarfe,  at  diltance,  roar'd  my  foe  the  tide : 
My  breaft  ftill  haunted  by  a  motley  train, 
Now  doubts,  now  hopes  prevail'd,  now  joy,  now  pain. 
Now  fix'd  I  ftand,  my  fpirit  fled  to  thipe, 
Nor  note  the  time,  nor  lee  the  fun  decline  j 
Now  rouz'd  I  flart,  and  wing'd  with  fear  1  run, 
In  vain,  alas !   for  'tis  myfelf  I  fliun. 
When  kindly  fleep  its  lenient  balm  fupply'd. 
And  gave  that  comfort  waking  thought  deny'd. 
Laft  night — but  why,  ah  Zara!  why  impart, 
The  fond,  fond  fancies  of  a  love-fick  heart  ? 
Yet  true  delights  on  fancy's  wings  are  brought, 
And  love's  foft  raptures  realiz'd  in  thought— • 
Lill  night  I  faw,  methinks  I  fee  it  now — 
Heaven's  awful  concave  round  thy  Zara  bo\y ; 
When  fudden  thence  a  flaming  chariot  flew, 
Wiiich  earth  rcceiv'd,  and  fix  white  courfers  drgvy. 

Then 


(     ^35     ) 

Then — quick  tranfition — did  thy  Zara  ride, 

Borne  to  the  chariot — wond'rous — by  thy  fide: 

All  glorious  both,  from  clime  to  clime  we  flew. 

Each  happy  clime  with  fweet  furprize  we  view. 

A  thoufand  voices  fung — "  All  blifs  betide 

**  The  prince  of  Libya,  and  his  faithful  bride!" 

"  'Tis  done,  'tis  done,'*  refounded  through  the  ikies, 

And  quick  aloft  the  car  began  to  rife  ; 

Ten  thoufand  beauties  crowded  on  my  fight, 

Ten  thoufand  glories  beam'd  a  dazzling  light. 

My  thoughts  could  bear  no  more,  the  vifion  fled. 

And  wretched  Zara  view*d  her  lonely  bed. — 

Come,  fweet  interpreter,  and  cafe  my  foul ; 

Come  to  my  bofom,  and  explain  the  whole. 

Alas  I  my  prince — yet  hold,  my  ftruggling  bread:! 

Sure  we  fhall  meet  again,  again  be  bleft. 

**  Hope  all,  thou  fiy'ft,  I  live,  and  ilill  am  free;" 

O  !  then  prevent  thofe  hopes,  and  hafte  to  me. 

Eafe  all  the  doubts  thy  Zara's  bofom  knows. 

And  kindly  ftop  the  torrent  of  her  woes. 

But,  that  1  know  too  well  thy  generous  heart, 
One  doubt,  than  all,  moie  torment  would  impart: 
*Tis  this  ;   in  Britain's  happy  courts  to  fliine, 
Amidfl  a  thoufand  blooming  maids,  is  thine—- 
But  thou,  a  thoufand  blooming  maids  among, 
Art  ftill  thyfelf,  incapable  of  wrong; 
No  outward  charm  can  captis'ate  thy  mind, 
Thy  love  is  friendHiip  heighten'd  and  refm'd  ; 
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Tis  what  my  foul,  and  not  my  form  infpires, 
And  burns  with  fpotlefa  and  immortal  fires. 
Thy  joys,  like  mine,  from  confcious  truth  arife. 
And,  known  thefe  joys,  what  others  canft  thou  prize  ? 
Be  jealous  doubts  the  curfe  of  fordid  minds : 
Hence,  jealous  doubts,  I  give  ye  to  the  winds. — 

Once  nriore,  O  come!  and  fnatch  me  to  thy  armst 
Come,  fliield  my  beating  heart  from  vain  alarms  I 
Come,  let  me  hang  enamour'd  on  thy  breaft, 
Weep  pleafmg  tears,  and  be  with  joy  diftreli  I 
Let  me  ftill  hear,  and  ftill  demand  thy  tale, 
And,  oft  renew'd,  flill  let  my  fuit  prevail ! 
Much  flill  remains  to  tell  and  to  enquire, 
My  hand  ftill  writes,  and  writing  prompts  defire; 
My  pen  denies  my  laft  farewel  to  write. 
Still,  flill  '•  return,"  my  wifhful  thoughts  indite; 
O!  hear,  my  prince,  thy  love,  thy  mlftrefs  call. 
Think  o'er  each  tender  name,  and  hear  by  all. 
O  !  pleafing  intercourfe  of  foul  with  foul. 
Thus,  while  I  write,  I  fee,  I  clafp  thee  whole  j 
And  thefe  kind  letters  trembling  Zara  drew, 
In  every  line  (hall  bring  her  {o  thy  view. 
Return,  return,  in  love  and  truth  excell ; 
Return,  I  write  j  I  cannot  add — Farewell, 
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ON    NOBILITY:     AN    EPISTLE. 

TO    THE    EARL    OF    '  ■ 

BY    WILLIAM    WHITEHEAD,    ESQ^  P.   L, 

POETS,  my  lord,  by  fome  unlucky  fate 
Condemn'd  to  flatter  the  too  eafy  great. 
Have  oft,  regardlefs  of  the  heaven-born  flame, 
Enflirin'd  a  title,  and  ador'd  a  name  ; 
For  idol  deities  forfook  the  true. 
And  paid  to  greatnefs  what  was  virtue's  due. 

Yet  hear,  at  leaft,  one  recreant  bard  maintain 
Their  incenfe  fruitlefs,  and  your  honours  vain : 
Teach  you  to  fcorn  th*  auxiliar  props,  that  raife 
The  painted  produce  of  thefe  fun-fhiue  days ; 
Proud  from  yourfelf,  like  India's  worm,  to  weave 
Th'  ennobling  thread  which  fortune  cannot  give. 
In  two  fliort  precepts  your  whole  leflbn  lies  ; 
Would  you  be  great  ? — be  virtuous,  and  be  wife. 

In  elder  time,  ere  herald's  yet  were  known 
To  gild  the.vain  with  glories  not  their  own  ; 
Or  infant  language  ^aw  fuch  terms  prevail. 
As  Fefs  and  Chevron,  Pale  and  Contrepale ; 
'Twas  he  alone  the  fliaggy  fpoils  might  wear, 
Whofe  ilrength  fubdued  the  lion,  or  the  bear  ; 
For  him  the  rofy  fpring  with  fmiles  beheld 
Her  honours  ftript  from  every  grove  and  field ; 

5  For 
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For  him  the  ruI1:i.c  choirs  with  fongs  advance ; 
For  him  the  virgins  form  the  annual  dance. 
Born  to  proteA,  Hke  Gods  they  hail  the  brave ; 
And  fure  *twas  godlike,  to  be  born  to  fave ! 

In  Turkey  flill  thefe  fimple  manners  reign, 
Though  Pharamond  has  Hv'd,  and  Charlemagne  : 
The  cottage  hind  may  there  admitted  rife 
A  chief,  or  ftatefman,  as  his  talent  lies  ; 
And  all,  but  Othman's  race,  the  only  proud, 
Fall  with  their  fires,  and  mingle  with  the  croud. 

Politer  courts,  ingenious  to  extend 
The  father's  virtues,  bid  his  pomps  defcend ; 
Chiefs  premature  tvith  fuahve  wreaths  adorn, 
And  force  to  glory  heroes  yet  unborn. 
*  Plac'd  like  Hamilcar's  fon,   their  paths  confin'd. 
Forward  they  muft,  for  monfters  prefs  behind  ; 
Monfters  more  dire  than  Spain's,  or  Barca's  fnakes, 
Jf  fame  they  grafp  not,  infamy  o'er  takes. 
* Tis  the  fame  virtue's  vigorous,  juft  effort, 
JNluft  giace  alike  St.  James's,  or  the  Porte  j 
Alike,  my  Lord,  muft  Turk,  or  Britifli  peer< 
Be  to  his  King  and  to  his  country  dear  j 
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^  Placed  like  Hamilcar's  fon,  Src.l  Ibi  fama  eft,  in  quicte  virum  ab' 
JuvL-nem  divina  fpecie,  qui  fe  ab  Jove  diceitt  ducem  in  Italiam  An- 
nibali  miffum.  Proinde  fequeretur;  neque  ufquam  a  fe  defle£leret 
ccvilos,  Payidum  pr'irno,  liofquam  refpicientem,  Sec. — Tandem,— 
trmperave  ornlis  iiequivifTe :  turn  vidifle  poll  fe  ferpentem  roira 
ma^nltudire  cum  ingenli  arborum  ac  virguhoium  llrage  ferri,  &c. 
Liv.  lib.  XJti   c.  22. 
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Alike  niu ft  either  honour's  caufe  maintain. 
You  to  preferve  a  famcj  and  they  to  gain. 

For  birth- precarious  were  that  boafted  gem, 

Though  worth  flovv'd  copious  in  the  vital  ftream : 

(Of  which  a  fad  reverfe  hillorians  preach. 

And  fage  Experience  proves  the  truths  they  teach.) 

For  hy^  ye  great,  who  boall  another's  fears, 

And,  like  Bufuis,  end  among  the  ftars, 

What  is  this  boon  of  Heaven?  dependent  ftill 

On  woman's  weaknefs,  and  on  woman's  will. 

Might  not,  in  Pagan  days,  and  open  air, 

Some  wandering  Jove  furprife  th'  unguarded  fair  ? 

And  did  your  gentle  grandames  always  prove 

Stern  rebels  to  the  charms  of  lawlefs  love  ? 

And  never  pity'd,  at  fome  tender  time, 

*•  A  dying  Damian,  withering  in  his  prime  ? 

Or,  more  politely  to  their  vows  untrue, 

Lov'd,  and  elop'd,  as  modern  ladies  do  ? 

But  grant  them  virtuous,  were  they  all  of  birth  ? 
Did  never  nobles  mix  with  vulgar  earth. 
And  city  maids  to  envy'd  heights  tranflate, 
Subdu'd  by  paffion,  and  decay 'd  eftate  ? 
Or,  ligh,  ftill  humbler,  to  the  pafling  gales 
By  turf-built  cots  in  daify-painted  vales  ? 
Who  does  not,  Pamela,  thy  fufferings  feel  ? 
Who  has  not  wept  at  beauteous  Grilel's  whed  ; 

b  ^  dying  Damian,  Sec]  See  January  aind  May  In  Chaucer  zntl 
Mr.  Pope. 

And 
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«  And  each  fair  Marchionefs,  that  Gallia  pouri 
(Exotic  forrows)  to  Britannia's  fhores  ? 

Then  blame  us  not,  if  backward  to  comply 
With  your  demands  :  we  fear  a  forgery. 
In  fpice  of  patents,  and  of  kings  decrees, 
And  blooming  coronets  on  parchment-trees, 
Your  proofs  are  gone,  your  very  claims  are  loftj 
But  by  the  manners  of  that  race  you  boafl^ 
O,  if  true  virtue  fires  their  generous  blood. 
The  feel  for  fame,  the  pant  for  public  good, 
The  kind  concern  for  innocence  diftrefl', 
The  Titus'  wifli  to  make  a  people  bleft, 
At  every  deed  we  fee  their  father's  tomb 
Shoot  forth  new  laurels  in  eternal  bloom  ; 
We  hear  the  rattling  car,  the  neighing  fteeds, 
A  Poi6liers  thunders,  and  a  CrefTy  bleeds  ! 
Titles  and  birth,  like  di'monds  from  the  mine, 
Muft  by  your  worth  be  polilh'd  ere  they  fhine  ; 
Thence  drink  new  luilre,  there  unite  their  rays. 
And  ftream  through  ages  one  unfuU'd  blaze. 

But  what  avails  the  creft  with  flow'rets  crown'd, 
The  mother  virtuous,  or  the  fires  renown'd, 
If,  from  the  breathing  walls,  thofe  fires  behold 
The  midnight  gamefter  trembling  for  his  gold : 
And  fee  thofe  hours,  when  fleep  their  toils  repair'd, 
(Or  if  they  wak'd,  they  wak'd  for  Britain's  guard,) 

c  Andeachfaif  Marebionefs,  &c.]  Marianne,  the  Fortunate  Coun- 
try Maid,  &c. 

Now 
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Wow  on  lewd  loves  beftow'd,    or  drenchM  ih  wihe^ 

Drown  and  embrute  the  particle  divine  ? 

How  muft  they  wifli,  with  many  a  figh,  unheard 

The  warmeft  prayer  they  once  to  heaven  preferr'd  ! 

When,  not  content  with  fame  for  kingdoms  won, 

They  fought  an  added  boon,  and  cdk'd  a  fon ; 

That  cloud  eternal  in  their  flcy  feren6, 

That  dull  dead  weight  that  drags  them  down  to  men, 

And  fpeaks  as  plainly  as  the  Mufe's  tongUe, 

*'  Frail  were  the  fires  from  whence  we  mortals  fprung." 

Incenfe  to  fuch  may  breathe,  but  breathes  in  vain, 
The  dufky  vapour  but  obfcures  the  fane  : 
^  Loretto's  lady  like,  fuch  patrons  bear 
The  flattering  llains  of  many  a  live-long  year  ; 
Whilft  but  to  fhame  them  beams  fictitious  day, 
And  their  own  filth  th'  eternal  lamps  betray. 
Tell  us,  ye  names,  preferv*d  from  Charles's  times 
In  dedication  profe,  heroic  rhymes ; 
Would  ye  not  noWj  with  equal  joy  refign 
(7'hough  taught  to  flow  in  Dry  den's  ftrain  divine) 
The  awkward  virtues  never  ineant  to  fit. 
The  alien  morals,  and  imputed  wit, 
Whofe  very  praife  but  lends  a  fatal  breath, 
To  fave  expiring  infamy  from  death  ? 
And  yet,  in  conquering  vice  fmall  virtue  lies ; 
The  weak  can  fliun  it,  and  the  vain  defpife. 

e  Loretto's  lady,']  See  Dr.   Middleton's  Letter  from  Rome,  (4th 
edit.  8vo)  page  1^5. 
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'Tis  yours,  ray  Lord,  to  form  a  nobler  aim. 

And  build  on  aftive  merit  endlefs  fame  ; 

Unlike  the  loitering,  lliil  forgotten  croud, 

Who,  ev'n  at  befl  but  negatively  good, 

Through  Sloth's  dull  round  drag  out  a  length  of  days, 

While  life's  dim  taper  gradually  decays  ; 

And  numbers  fall,  and  numbers  rife  the  fame. 

Their  country's  burden,  and  their  nature's  fhamc. 

What  though  in  youth ,  v/hile  flattering  hopes  prefume 
On  health's  vain  flourifli  for  long  years  to  come, 
Thoughtlefs  and  gay  a  mad  good-nature  draws 
From  followers  flattery,  and  from  crowds  applaufe ; 
Nay  from  the  wife,  by  fome  capricious  whim. 
Should,  mix'd  with  pity,  force  a  faint  efteem  : 
Yet  will  in  age  that  fyren  charm  prevail. 
When  cares  grow  peevifli,  and  when  fpirits  fail  ? 
Or  muft,  defpis'd,  each  fool  of  fortune  figh 
O'er  years  mis-fpent  with  retrofpeftive  eye, 
Till  pomp's  lall  honours  load  the  pageant  bier, 
And  much  folemnity  without  a  tear  ? 

'Tis  yours  with  judgement  nobly  to  beitow. 
And  treafure  joys  the  bounteous  only  know. 
See,  fav'd  from  floth  by  you,  with  venial  pride, 
Laborious  Health  the  flubborn  glebe  divide  ; 
Inftrudled  Want  her  folded  arms  unbend, 
And  fmiling  Indullry  the  loom  attend. 
Yours  too  the  tafk  to  fpread  indulgent  eafe, 
Steel  cares  from  wrinkled  age,  difarm  difeafe  ; 

Infuited 

•5 


(    ^43     ) 

Infulted  Worth  from  proud  oppreffion  fcreen, 
And  give  negleded  Science  where  to  lean. 
Titles,  like  ftandard  flags,  exalted  rife, 
To  tell  the  wretched  where  protedtion  lies ; 
And  he  who  hears  unmov'd  Affliftion's  claim, 
Deferts  his  duty,  and  denies  his  name. 

Nor  is't  enough,  though  to  no  bounds  confin'd. 
Your  cares  inftruft,  or  bounties  blefs,  mankind. 
'Tis  yours,  my  Lord,  with  various  fkill  to  trace, 
By  Hiftory's  clue,  the  ftatefman's  fubtle  maze  ; 
Obferve  the  fprings  that  mov'd  each  nice  machine, 
Not  laid  too  open,  and  not  drawn  too  thin ; 
From  Grecian  mines  bring  fterling  pleafures  home, 
And  grace  your  Britain  with  the  fpoils  of  Rome, 
But  chief  that  Britain's  gradual  rife  behold, 
The  changing  world's  reverie,  from  lead  to  gold  : 
Happy  at  laft,  through  ilorms  in  freedom's  caufe, 
Through  fierce  prerogative,  and  trampled  laws, 
To  blend  fuch  feeming  inccnfiftent  things. 
As  ftrength  with  eafe,  and  liberty  with  kings, 
Know  too,  where  Europe's  wavering  fates  dcpetid. 
What  flates  can  injure,  and  what  ftatcs  defend. 
Their  flrengtbj  their  arts,  their  policies  your  own— • 
And  then,  like  Pelham,  make  that  wifdom  known. 
Wake  every  latent  faculty  of  foul, 
Teach  from  your  lips  the  glowing  fenfe  to  roll. 
Till  liftening  fenates  blefs  the  kind  alarm, 
Convinc'd,  not  dazzled,  and  with  judgement  warm. 

R  2  Superior 
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Superior  talents,  on  the  great  beftowM, 
Are  heaven's  peculiar  inftruments  of  good  : 
Not  for  the  few,  who  have  them,  are  defignM : 
What  flows  from  heaven  muft  flow  for  all  raankind". 
Bhifh  then,  ye  peers,  who,  niggards  of  your  ftore, 
Brood  o'er  tlie  fliining  heap,  nor  make  it  more  j 
Of,  Wihnot  like,  at  fome  poor  fool's  expence. 
Squander  in  wit  the  fa'cred  funds  of  fenfe. 
Wifdom  alone  is  true  ambition's  aim, 
Wifdom  the  fource  of  virtue  and  of  fame, 
Gbtain'd  with  labour,  for  mankind  employ'd, 
And  then,  when  molt  you  fliare  it,  beil:  enjoy'd. 

See  I  on  yon  fea-girt  ifle  the  goddefs  flands. 
And  calls  her  vot'ries  with  applauding  hands  ! 
They  pant,  they  ilrain,  they  glow  through  climes  unknownj 
With  added  ftrength,  and  fpirits  not  their  own. 
Hark  !  what  loud  fliouts  each  glad  arrival  hail ! 
How  ftiU  fame's  fragrance  breathes  in  every  gale  I 
How  tempting  nod  ti\e  groves  for  ever  green ! 

«»  But  tempells  roar,  aiid  oceans  roll  between."— 

Yet  fee,  my  Lord,  your  friends  around  you  brave 
That  roaring  tempeft,  and  contending  wave. 

Sec. labouring  through  the  billowy  tide  ! 

See- impatient  for  the  adverfe  fide ! 

O  much-lov'd  youths !  to  Britain  jufdy  deaf, 
Her  fpring,  and  promife  of  a  fairer  year. 
Succefs  be  theirs,  whate'er  their  hopes  engage, 
Worth  grace  their  youth,  and  honours  crown  their  age. 

And 
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Aiid  every  warmeft  wjfli  fincere,  and  free. 
My  foul  e'er  breathes,  O  — — ,  for  thee  ' 

Hard  is  your  ftated  taflc  by  all  allow'd, 
And  modern  greatnefs  rarely  burfls  the  cloud. 
Lull'd  high  in  Fortune's  filken  lap,  you  feel 
No  fhocks,  no  turns  of  her  uncertain  wheel : 
Amufements  dazzle,  weak  admirers  gaze, 
And  flattery  fooths,  and  indolence  betrays. 
Yet  ftill,  my  Lord,  on  happy  peers  attends 
That  noble  privilege,  to  chufe  their  friends ; 
The  wife,  the  good,  are  theirs,  their  call  obey; 
If  pride  refufe  not,  fortune  points  the  way. 
Nor  great  your  toils,  on  wifdom's  leas  compar'd 
With  theirs  who  fliift  the  fail,  or  watch  the  c^rd. 
For  you,,  the  fages  every  depth  explore, 
For  you,  the  flaves  of  Science  ply  the  oar ; 
And  Nature's  Genii  fly  with  fails  unfiirl'd. 
The  Drakes  and  Raleighs  of  the  mental  world. 

But  flay — too  long  mere  EngUfli  lays  detain 
Your  light-wing'd  thoughts,  that  rove  beyond  the  main-: 
No  fancy'd  voyage  there  experts  the  gale, 
No  allegoric  zephyr  fwells  the  fail. 
—Yet,  ere  you  go,  ere  Gallia's  pomp  invades 
'jThe  milder  truths  of  Granta's  peaceful  fhades, 
This  verfe  at  leafl  be  yours,  and  boldly  tell, 
That  if  you  fall,  not  unadvis'd  you  fell ; 
But,  blefl  with  virtue  and  with  fcnfe  adorn'd, 
A  willing  vi(5lim  of  the  fools  you  fcorn'd. 


(  M^   ) 
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THE    ENTHUSIAST.        AN    ODE. 


BY       THE       SAME. 

ONCE,  I  remember  well  the  day, 
'Twas  ere  the  blooming  fweets  of  May 
Had  loft  their  frefheft  hues, 
When  every  flower  on  every  hill. 
In  every  vale  had  drank  its  fill 
Of  funfliine  and  of  dews. 

In  fliort,  'twas  that  fvveet  feafon's  prime, 
When  Spring  gives  up  the  reins  of  Time 

To  Summer's  glowing  hand, 
And  doubting  mortals  hardly  know, 
By  whofe  command  the  breezes  blow 

Which  fan  the  fmiling  land. 

'Twas  then,  befide  a  green-wood  fhade, 
Which  cloath'd  a  lawn's  afpiring  head, 

I  urg'd  my  devious  way. 
With  loitering  Heps  regardlefs  where, 
So  foft,  fo  genial  was  the  air, 

So  wond'rous  bright  the  day. 

An«i 
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And  now  my  eyes  with  tranfport  rove 
O'er  all  the  blue  expanfe  above, 

Unbroken  by  a  cloud  I 
And  now  beneath  delighted  pafs. 
Where,   winding  through  the  deep-green  grafs, 

A  fiill  brimm'd  river  flow'd. 

I  Hop,  I  gaze  ;  in  accents  rude, 
To  thee,  ferenefl  folitude, 

Burft  forth  th'  unbidden  lay  ; 
V  Begone,  vile  world,  the  learn'd,  the  wife. 
The  great,  the  bufy  I  defpife. 

And  pity  e'en  the  gay, 

Thefe,  thefe  are  joys  alone,  T  cry  j 
'Tis  here,  divine  Philofophy, 

Thou  deign'ft  to  fix  thy  throne ! 
Here  Contemplation  points  the  road 
Through  Nature's  charms  to  Nature's  God '. 

Thefe,  thefe  are  joys  alone  ! 

Adieu,  ye  vain  low-thoughted  cares, 
Ye  human  hopes,  and  human  fears. 

Ye  pleafures  and  ye  pains  I" 
While  thus  I  fpake,  o'er  all  my  foul 
A  philofophic  calmnefs  ftole, 

A  ftoic  ftillnefs  reigns. 

R  4  The 
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The  tyrant  paffions  all  fubfide  j 
Fear,  anger,  pity,  fhnme,  and  pride. 

No  more  my  bofom  move  ;  ,_„^ 

Yet  ftill  I  felt,  or  feem  to  feel  ' 

A  kind  of  vifionary  zeal 

Of  univerfal  love. 

When  lo !  a  voice,  a  voice  I  hear  f 
*Twas  Reafon  whifper'd  in  my  ear 

Thefe  monitory  flrains : 
*'  What  mean'ft  thou,  man  ?  would'il:  thou  unbind 
The  ties  which  conftitute  thy  kind, 

The  pleafures  and  the  pains  ? 

The  fame  Almighty  Power  unfeen, 
Who  fpreads  the  gay  or  folemn  fcenc 

To  Contemplation's  eye, 
Fix'd  every  movement  of  the  foul, 
Taught  every  vvifh  its  deftin'd  goal, 

And  quicken'd  every  joy. 

He  bids  the  tyrant  paffions  rage, 
He  bids  them  war  eternal  wage, 

And  combat  each  his  foe  ; 
Till  from  difleritions  concord  rife, 
And  beauties  from  deformities, 

And  happinefs  from  woe. 

6  Ar4 
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Art  thou  not  man,  and  dar'fl  thou  find 
A  bhfs  which  leans  not  to  mankind  ? 

Prefumptuous  thought  and  vain ! 
Bach  blifs  unfliar'd  is  unenjoy'd, 
Each  power  is  weak  unlefs  employ'd 

Some  focial  good  to  gaift. 

Shall  light  and  fhade,  and  warmth  and  aix*. 
With  thofe  exalted  joys  compare, 

Which  adtive  Virtue  feels ! 
When  on  flie  drags,  as  lawful  prize. 
Contempt,  and  Indolence,  and  Vice, 
At  her  triumphant  wheels. 

As  reft  and  labour  ftill  fucceeds 

To  man,  whilft  Virtue's  glorious  deeds 

Employ  his  toilfome  day  ; 
This  fair  variety  of  things, 
Are  merely  life's  refrefliing  fprings, 

To  footh  him  on  his  way. 

Enthufiaft,  go,  unftring  thy  lyre. 
In  vain  thou  fing'ft,  if  none  admire, 

How  fweet  foe'er  the  flrain. 
/^nd  is  not  thy  o'erflowing  mind, 
Unlefs  thou  mixeil  with  thy  kind, 

benevolent  in  vain  i 


Enthufiaft, 


{250) 

Xnthufiaft,  go,  try  every  fenfc,  "* 

If  not  thy  blifs,  thy  excellence, 

Thou  yet  haft  learn'd  to  fcan  ;  " 
At  leaft  thy  wants,  thy  weaknefs  know, 
And  fee  them  all  uniting  fhow. 

That  man  was  made  for  man.'* 

^^^'^'^'^'^^'^''^^'^'^^'^'^'^^^^''•^'^'^ 

COLIN   AND   NANCY.    A   BALLAD. 

BY      THOMAS      PEARSON,     E  S  Q^a. 

FOR  daring  feats  of  ruftic  fport. 
And  carolling  his  am'rous  ftrains, 
In  Aram's  vale  was  Colin  fam'd 
The  blythefl  fliepherd  of  the  plains, 

*  This  Gentleman  wffs  born  near  Burton  in  the  county  ofWeft- 
Kioreland,  about  the  year  1740.  He  received  his  education  at  that 
town,  and  afterwards  obtained  a  place  in  the  Navy  Office,  which  he 
quitted  in  the  year  1760,  to  enter  into  the  fervice  of  the  Eaft  India 
Company.  After  continuing  fome  years  in  Bengal,  and  fignalizing 
tlmfclf  upon  fcveral  occafions,  he  rofe  to  the  degree  of  a  major  in  the 
army.  In  1770  he  returned  to  England,  but  unfortunately  liftening 
.to  the  call  of  friendlhip,  he  was  prevailed  upon  to  return  in  1776 
to  the  Eaft-Indies,  where  he  fell  a  facrifice  to  the  climate  in  the 
kfpnnirg  of  Auguft  1782. 

Full 
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Full  oft  has  Lune  reftrain'd  his  rage, 

And;  (lowly  roll'd  his  flood  along. 
As  lillening  to  the  tuneful  fwain, 

To  catch  the  cadence  of  his  fong. 

Ah,  ruthlefs  (Iream,  of  femblance  falfe! 

Thy  waters  murn:iur'd  to  betray. 
Hyenas  thus,  by  nature  fell, 

Seem  plaintive  to  allure  their  prey. 

What  time  the  flocks  were  fafely  pennM, 

And  mild  the  day's  laft  luflre  grew, 
To  join  the  playful  village  youth, 

Acrofs  the  plain  young  Colin  flew. 

Thrice  from  a  wych  elm's  wither'd  bough 

A  raven  gave  a  boding  croak  ; 
And  thrice,  in  anfwer,  fcreech'd  an  owl, 

From  the  deep  hollow  of  an  oak. 

Yet  all  in  vain  !— The  ill-omen'd  youth 

On  the  cliff's  fummit  naked  flood. 
The  fwains  attention  proudly  claim'd. 

Then  headlong  plung'd  into  the  flood. 

Weep,  every  Naiad  of  the  flream  ! 

Dafli'd  on  a  rock,  he  groaning  dy'd, 
And  with  a  lucklefs  lover's  blood 

jpolhited  is  your  filver  tide  ! 

4  Soon 
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Soon  as  the  vHlage  heard  the  tale, 
Faft  to  the  river  fide  they  fled — 

*'  Alas  I  alas  the  day !"  they  cry'd, 
And  many  a  piteous  tear  they  fhed. 

But  Nancy,  Doran's  daughter  fair— 
Her  bloom  the  blufh  of  morn  outvies  ; 

Her  fong  excels  the  linnet's  lay, 

Like  dew-drops  gliftening  are  her  eyes. 

When  her  pale  lover  fire  beheld !— . 

Herfelf  as  pale  I — in  deep  defpair 
And  filent  woe,  her  hands  fhe  wrung, 

And  wildly  rent  her  lovely  hair.   • 

**  And  muft  we  thus'' — (fhe  frantic,  faid) 
*'  Thus  mufl  we  folemnize  our  vows  ! 

*'  Yet  fliall  not  death  my  hopes  bereave, 
**  For,  ev'n  in  death,  I  thee  efpoufe  I" 

Then  on  his  clay-clod  corfe  fhe  fell, 
And  clafp'd  it  to  her  breaking  heart, 

And  dying,  figh'd,  "  I  now  am  thine, 
My  Colin  !  never  more  to  part  1" 

Like  two  young  rofes  on  a  flera, 
Lopt  by  the  pruner's  hook  away, 

Ere  half  their  luflre  was  difclos'd. 
In  withering  bloom  the  lovers  Jay, 


OaQ 


(    253     ) 

One  grave  receiv'd  them ;  where  are  found 
The  primrofe  and  the  violet  pale  : 

And  long  their  haplefs  fate  was  wept 
By  every  eye  in  Aram's  vale. 


A     PASTORAL     BALLAD, 

-IN-    IMITATION    OF    SHENSTONE. 
BY      THE      SAME. 

WHAT  a  change  has  befallen  ray  grore  ! 
My  teajs,  ye  bemoan  it  in  vain— 
'Twas  here  that  I  fung  of  my  love, 
While  linnets  enliven'd  the  firain. 
But  now,  when  I  roam  through  its  Ihade 

All  cheerlefs ;  and  fadly  eflay, 
To  'plain  of  a  hard-hearted  maid ; 
The  fongfters  are  all  fled  away* 

O  Nancy,  'twas  here  you  betray'dl 

The  peace  of  an  innocent  fwain' ' 
Reflefting  on  atl  you  have  faid. 

My  reproaches  I  cannot  reftrain-— 
How  could  you  fo  artfully  praife 

The  life  to  the  fliepherd  belongs  ? 
How  tell  me  the  thruflies  wild  lays 

Were  not  fweeter  than  thofe  of  my  fongs  ? 

A  heart 
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A  heart  from  hypocrify  free. 

You  faid,  you  fhould  ever  eileem ; 
And  tenderly  look'd  upon  me, 

O  Nancy,  when  this  was  your  theme  ! 
A  bofom  which  friendfhip  infpires. 

Where  truth  and  good-nature  unite. 
Each  maiden,  you  told  me,  admires— 

And  I  lillen'd  with  fatal  delight. 

As  we  fat  in  the  cool  poplar  fiiade, 

Attending  the  nightingale's  Jay  ; 
I  thought  you'd  have  willingly  flaid 

To  lillen  a  long  fummer  day. — 
When  walking  the  neighbouring  mead. 

Where  trefoil  and  panfies  abound, 
No  perfume,  you  faid,  could  exceed 

The  fragrance  wafted  around. 

You  prais'd,  as  Ihe  murmur'd  along, 

Alkella,  whofe  rill  is  fo  clear, 
That  gliding  the  pebbles  among, 

Like  filver  her  fiihes  appear — 
If  Happinefs  was  to  be  found 

Refiding  with  mortals  below, 
A  fpot  for  her  manfion,  you  own'd. 

Like  mine,  the  wide  world  could  not  fliew. 


Through 
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Through  hope,  big  with  rapture,  I  cry'd, 
**  My  heartland  all  thefe  are  your  own;" 

But,,  alas !  you  my  folly  deride, 
And  far  from  the  village  are  flown  I 

0  Nancy,  as  faithlefs  as  fajr, 

You  have  ruin'd  the  peace  of  my  mind : 

1  now  am  a  prey  to  defpair ! 

My  hopes  are  bequeath'd  to  the  wind ! 

My  flocks  are  dilpers'd  o'er  the  plains. 

No  longer  my  comfort  or  care : 
If  e'er  they  repair  to  my  Itrains, 

I  peeviflily  piping  forbear— 
The  fwains,  now  they  fee  my  poor  plight. 

No  longer  with  jealoufy  burn ; 
Broken-hearted,  I  ileal  from  their  fight. 

And  Phillis  exults  in  her  turn, 

O  Nancy,  while  thus  I  complain, 

Does  no  foft  emotion  arife  ? 
Does  your  bofom  a  flranger  remain 

To  Pity,  fweet  child  of  the  flcies  ? 
Perhaps  you  but  meant  to  deceive ; 

Perhaps  'tis  the  way  of  the  town ; 
And  I  was  a  clown  to  believe 

Such  a  lover  you  ever  could  own. 


Ye 
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Ye  thnilhes  that  build  in  my  bowef, 

Ye  linnets  melodious,  farewell  t 
No  mufic  poflefles  the  power. 

The  gloom  of  defpair  to  difpelU 
My  fate  I  no  longer  deplore  !  ' 

O  Nancy,  ftill  lovely  and  dear ! 
At  length,  when  the  man  is  no  more, 

Let  his  memory  hope  for  a  tear ! 

THE     throstle's     ELEGYo 

3Y     THE     SAME. 

jry^WAS  from  a  floe-tree's  leaflefs  fpray^ 
_JL       Sore  pinch'd  by  Winter's  iron  reign  j 
To  Famine  and  Defpair  a  prey  ; 

Poor  Tim  thus  thrill'd  his  dying  fttrain. 

**  Ah  me,  what  different  days  were  mine! 

*'  The  favourite  of  a  lady's  care; 
**  Sweet  as  the  clufters  of  the  vine, 

•♦  And  milder  than  the  vernal  air. 

"  Oft  has  her  hand  my  plumage  prefi, 
*'  When  perch'd  upon  her  fi-lkcQi  arm  j 

**  Oft  has  flie  footh'd  me  on  her  breaft— ^ 
*'  No  down  was  ever  half  fo  warm ! 

With 
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"  With  choicefc  delicacies  fed, 

"  In  unrepining  eafe  I  lay  ! 
*'  And  all  my  hours  as  jocund  fled 

"  As  the  light  breeze  which  wakes  the  day, 

**  Till  Liberty  her  charms  difplay'd, 
"And  tempted  rae  to  range  the  grove, 

*'  To  feek  feme  sjloflV-feather'd  maid, 
*'  And  try  the  fancied  fweets  of  Love, 

**  Too  foon,  my  purpbfe  to  purfaej 

"  Unmindful  of  my  lady's  pain, 
*'  With  vvide-ftretch'd  wings  away  I  flew 

**  O'er  many  a  dilTiant  grove  and  plair.; 

*'  For  foon  my  rafli  millake  I  foundj 
*'  And,  wr6t,ched,  mourn'd  my  alter'd  Hate— 

*'  In  vain  I  iought  the  groves  around: 
*'  No  grove  contain'd  a  yielding  matCt 

**  L'''npra(5lls'd  in  each  ufeful  art, 

"  Which  every  rival  bird  poffeft, 
"  To  win  a  bafliful  maiden's  heart, 

'*  Or  feed  the  young,  or  form  the  ncfl. 

*'  No  father  ftampt  my  mind  withtruth, 

"  By  cautions  fage,  or  lefTons  rare  : 
*'  No  mother's  precepts  form'd  my  youth 
*'  To  honell  Induftry  or  Care, 
Vol.  IV.  S  "  For 
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**  For  while  their  helplefs  charge  they  left, 
"  And  wander'd  provident  of  food ; 

**  A  wicked  boy  their  hopes  bereft, 
**  And  bore  away  their  callow  brood.— 

'*  In  danger  long  my  life  remain'd, 

*'  Subjefted  to  ungentle  play  : 
•'  Ere  Sylvia's  timely  care  I  gain'd, 

*'  Who  pitying  heard  my  plaintive  lay. 

*'  Then,  happiell  was  I  of  my  kind, 
"  Till  I  my  vagrant  wilh  preferr'd— 

*'  But  fate  vindiftive  flew  behind,  . 
• '  To  punifli  an  ungrateful  bird. 

**  For  now  in  Hunger's  grafp  I  lie, 
**  And  Death's  grim  banners  o'er  me  wave  ; 

**  For  food,  thefe  fruits  in  vain  I  try, 
*'  Alas !  they're  bitter  as  the  grave. — 

**  O  may  the  fwain,  like  me,  defpair, 
**  Who  fondly  fought  my  lady's  love« 

**  If  e'er,  like  me,  he  leaves  the  fair, 
"  In  fear ch  of  unknown  joys  to  rove. 

**  O  may  he  find !" — But  here  his  lay, 
Unfinifli'd,  felt  Death's  icy  hand  : 

Down  dropt  his  body  on  the  clay. 
His  fpirit  fought  the  Stygian  flrand. 
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AN     EPISTLE     TO     A     LADY. 

WRITTEN    IN    THE    YEAR    MDCCLXVI. 

IN    THE   CHARACTER    OF    HER    HUSBAND, 

BY      THE      SAME, 

THINK  not  I  mean  thy  tendernefs  to  move. 
Or  mourn  the  lofs  of  a  falfe  woman's  love : 
No — may  juft  Heaven  a  fortitude  infpire, 
Such  as  my  wrongs,  fuch  as  thy  crimes  require : 
That  innocence  may  not  one  pang  reveal ; 
That  not  one  murmur  from  my  lips  may  Heal, 
While  I  thy  ruin  in  thy  bafenefs  fliow, 
And,  from  thy  guilt,  foretel  thy  future  woe, 
And  fend  Refledion  to  thy  cruel  heart. 
To  wake  Remorfe,  and  all  its  gall  impart !    - 

No  mother's  tears,  no  father's  ftern  command 
Prevail'd,  to  gain  me  an  unwilling  hand. 
Free  was  thy  choice,  when  many  a  rival's  plea 
Was  urg'd  in  vain,  and  was  defpis'd  for  me : 
And  love  thy^boaft,  when  all  thy  virgin  charms, 
With  fweet  confcnt,  were  yielded  to  my  arms  ;— 

§  a  Spite' 


Spite  of  the  wrongs  which  render  me  fevere^ 
The  dear  Idea  will  enforce  a  tear. 
For,  oh  dire  change  !  how  greatly  was  I  bleft, 
When,  in  thy  truth,  I  every  wifli  pofleft  ! 
In  thofe  delightful  days,  thy  lovely  frnile 
Could  foften  care,  and  every  woe  beguile: 
No  difcontent  admiflion  e'er  could  gain 
Within  the  province  which  confefs'd  thy  reign  : 
For,  kindly  jealous  of  thy  gentle  fway. 
Each  bold  intruder  foon  was  driv'n  away  : 
While  every  virtue  was  a  welcome  gueft, 
And  all  was  love,  and  amity,  and  reft. 
All  that  adorns  and  tranquillifes  life 
I  found,  bleft  union  !  in  a  faithful  wife  ; 
And  Heaven  was  witnefs  to  my  daily  prayer 
For  thee,  moft  foothing,  moft  eridearing  fair ! 
Thou,  in  thy  turn,  ungrateful  as  thou  art, 
Muft  own  the  kindnefs  of  thy  huiband's  heart ; 
I  daily  fought  to  make  thy  joys  enereafe, 
And  ope  the  paths  of  pleafantnefs  and  peace  : 
What  could  my  fortune,  or  my  power  obtain. 
For  which  thou  ever  mad'ft  a  wifli  in  vain  ? 
The  European  ornaments  were  thine, 
And  gems  that  glitter  from  the  Indian  mine. 
Then,  all  this  tcndernefs  how  could'ft  thou  flight  ? 
Ah  I  how  my  goodnefs  could'ft  thou  fo  requite  ? 
Did  ever  I  by  any  rude  controul, 
Or  bafe  diftruft,  alarm  thy  gentle  foul  ? 
-    .  5  Or.. 
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Or,  by  a  jeft  indelicate  or  low, 

Create  a  frown,  or  caufe  a  blufli  to  glow  ? 

Have  words,  or  looks  of  mine,  e'er  ferv'd  to  provf 

My  heart  inclin'd  to  alter,  or  to  rove  ? 

Have  I  with  fullen  brow  thy  mirth  deftroy'd  ? 

Or  with  infulting  fmiles  thy  griefs  cnjoy'd  ? 

Did  not  my  tendereil  care  thy  health  fuftain  ? 

Did  I  negleft  thee  in  the  hour  of  pain  ? 

When  gay,  thy  chearfulnefs  did  I  deride  ? 

When  fick,  dicj  ever  1  forfake  thy  fide  ? 

Yet  me  thou  canfl  forfake  I — From  me  thou'rt  fled. 

To  wallow  in  a  rank  adulterous  bed  j 

To  load  with  double  infamy  thy  Jife, 

And  fligmatife  the  woman,  and  the  wife  ; 

Shaming  thy  fex,  condition,  and  thy  name, 

And  treading  in  the  dull  thy  former  fame  ; 

Whilfl  European  dames  thy  birth  fliall  trace. 

And  thy  diflionour  to  thy  country  place  : 

And,  haply,  fafe  in  Reputation's  pride^ 

Shall  o'er  thy  fall  exultingly  deride  ; 

Shall  view  thee  witl>  a  fij^t,  fuperior  eye. 

And,  as  from  dread  infeclion,  from  thee  fly. 

Thus  fhunn'd,  derided,  fcofn'd,  thou'rt  doom'd  to  live, 

For  few  there  are  will  pity  and  forgive. 

Now,  while  thy  blood  rolls  in  lafcivious  tides,' 
And  impiqus  Love  o'er  all  thy  foul  prefidcs, 
Abandon'd  to  a  grofs  opprobrious  flame, 
t)Qld  to  perdition,  dcllitute  of  fliame, 

S3.  A  flrumpet, 
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A  flrumpet,  minift'ring  with  vile  delight 

To  the  invader  of  a  hulband's  right, 

Deaf  to  reproof — thou  equally  wilt  flight 

The  cenfures  of  the  world,  and  what  I  write. 

Yet  fliall  the  Mufe,  fair  Truth's  approved  friend, 

With  voice  prophetic,  here,  denounce  thy  end  ; 

And  thefe  her  words — '*  Ere  long  will  come  the  time, 

*'  When  the  perfidious  partner  of  thy  crime 

* '  Shall  fix  his  wifh  upon  untafted  charms, 

*'  And  quit,  with  palled  appetite,  thy  arms : 

"  Nor  may'ft  thou  of  his  treachery  complain, 

When  holieft  ties  would  not  thy  faith  maintain. 
**  Then  for  my  wrongs,  in  part,  fiialt  thou  atone, 
**  And  learn  to  know  my  mifery  by  thy  own.— 
**  Ah,  tenfold  mifery !  then  mull  be  thy  fate ! 
*'  ExposM  to  poverty,  difeafe,  and  hate  ! 
*'  To  all,  awaken'd  confcietice  can  impart, 
*'  Unto  a  broken  and  a  contrite  heart ! 
*'  Each  day  frefli  pains  condemn'd  to  undergo, 
*'  And  drink,  each  night,  the  bitter  cup  of  woe. 
*'  Without  one  friend  to  foften  thy  diftrefs ; 
*'  Without  one  hope  to  make  thy  fufferings  lefs  !  — 
««  The  hulband,  then,  to  his  fufpefted  wife, 
*'  Shall  oft  unfold  the  moral  of  thy  life  : 
*'  And  the  fond  mother,  mindful  of  thy  fate, 
<«  To  warn  her  daughter,  fiiall  thy  tale  relate." 
Nay,  though  perhaps,  thy  yet  unfaded  bloom 
May  Hill  prevail,  in  thy  feducer's  room 

To 
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To  fix  another  lover,  and  renew 

The  courfe  libidinous  you  now  purfue : 

And  though  next  hira,  a  nun:ierous  train  be  led, 

Succeffively,  to  thy  polluted  bed, 

Until,  at  length,  thy  prollituted  name 

Stand  foremoft  on  the  rolls  of  public  fliame— 

Thy  days  of  infamy  lliall  walte  away, 

And  time  will  verify  the  Mufe's  lay. 

Yet,  as  the  memory  of  thy  former  fame. 
Thy  chafte  endearments,  and  thy  guiltlefs  flame, 
Which  all  the  happieft  requifites  could  raife 
To  blefs  my  nights,  and  dignify  my  days, 
And  all  my  hours  in  new  delight  employ. 
No  time,  no  injuries,  can  e'er  deftroy. — 
I'll  then— (but  not  'till  then)— ill-fated  fair! 
Stretch  forth  my  hand  and  fnatch  thee  from  defpair : 
Deliver  thee  from  ruthlefs  Want's  controul, 
And  fave  (if  poffible)  thy  finking  foul  I — 
For  when  an  injur'd  hufband  has  forgiven, 
There's  hope  for  mercy  from  offended  heaven ! 
Since  man  is  not  more  ready  to  refent 
Than  GOD  to  pardon— all  who  fliall  repent. 


S  4  p  N 
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ON  A        V        A        R        O. 

BY      THE       SAM  2. 

HARDLY  the  gods  have  dealt  with  mau^ 
However  fhort  the  life  they  gave  j 
For  many  a  woe  has  niark'd  the  fpan. 
And  cold's  the  comfort  of  the  grave. 

When  afk'd,  what  lot  for  fiian  was  hefr, 

Silemis  fagely  made  reply  : 
Not  to  be  born,  w^as  the  moll;  blefl: ; 

The  next  was,  foon  as  born  to  die.  • 

Then,  who'll  not  call  Avaro  wife, 

Who  yet  to  LIVE  is  not  begun,  ,  ■■ 

Though  fmce  his  birth,  acrols  the  ikies ;        .    n 
The  fun  has  fixty  circuits  run. 

And,  on  this  point  we  may  rely. 

He  holds  fo  fteadily  his  plan, 
If  he  muft  LIVE,  ere  he  can  die, 

Avaro' s  an  immortal  man. 


ON 
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ON     AMUSICAL     LADY, 
AT   CALCUTTA    IN   BENGAL, 

BY       THE      SAME. 

IN  Indian  realms,  ye  critics  fay, 
Of  tuneful  fouls  pofTeft, 
Where  empty  tygers  roam  for  prey, 
Whofe  mufick  is  the  bell  ? 

The  Bard's,  who,  ftriking  vocal  firings^ 

Made  bcalls  attend  his  lay  ? 
Or  hers,  which,  when  flic  plays  and  fmgs. 

Would  ff ight  ev'n  beaiis  away  ? 

AN      EXPOSTULATION. 

BY      THE       SAME. 

OSir,  no  more !  I'll  hear  no  more ! 
You  urge  your  fuit  in  vain — 
My  fond  illufive  hopes  are  o'er. 
Your  bafe  defigns  too  plain.— 

Yes,  with  your  faith  my  love  is  fled—? 

This  unavailing  woe  !  - 
Thefe  tears  involuntar'ly  flicd  J 


■  From  indignation  flow— 
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Great  were  your  boaft,  had  artful  lies 

Made  me  a  wretch  forlorn  ! 
The  maid,  whom  once  you  feem'd  to  prize, 

A  mark  for  public  fcorn  ! — 

Say,  if  my  captive  you  were  made, 

By  love's  unerring  Ikill, 
And  trembling  at  my  feet  were  laid, 

Devoted  to  my  will : 

Would  you,  to  gratify  my  pride, 

And  prove  yourfelf  my  flave. 
Set  honour,  valour^  truth  afi.de  ? 

A  coward  !  and  a  knave  ! 

ifnrag'd,  fay,  would  you  from  me  fly. 

And  fcorn  to  be  betray'd  ? 
.  Or  (hould  you  yield  — Then  raufl  not  J 
'  Defpife  the  wretch  I'd  made  ? 

In  juflice  to  yoxuielf,  forbear 

To  form  a  bafe  defign ; 
And,  if  YOUR  honour  you  hold  dear. 

Fay  fome  refpedt  to  mine. 
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THE     MORNING     WALK. 

BY      THE      SAmE. 

O  Quickly  leave  the  lowly  bed, 
Melodious  meflenger  of  day  I 
In  air  thy  quivering  pinions  fpread, 
And  loudly  chant  thy  matin-lay ! 

And  thou,  w^hofe  voice  defends  thy  dames. 
And  lills  the  brood  of  night  with  fear. 

And  every  erring  gholl  reclaims ; 

With  thy  flirill  clarion  pierce  my  ear  I 

O  beauteous  regent  of  the  night. 

In  ha  lie  withdraw  thy  filver  beam  ! 
For  fee,  with  gleams  of  crimfon  light, 
.   The  dawn  has  ting'd  yon  eaftern  ilream. 

Son  of  the  morn !  cerulean  fire ! 

Celellial  gem  of  purefl:  ray  I 
O  bid  yon  rear  of  night  retire, 

And  uflier  in  the  golden  day. 

And,  fwiftly  through  the  yielding  air, 
On  fdent  plumes,  ye  young  hours  glide. 

And  to  Aurora's  bovver  repair, 
To  drefs  her  up  in  purple  pride. 
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Set  where  the  fyrings  from  Tithon's  be(^| 
Her  opening  eye-lids  joy  diffufe, 

Sweet  rofy  fmiles  her  cheeks  o'erfpread, 
Her  trelles  drop  with  tepid  dews. 

Sec,  jocund  mprn  her  gates  unfold  j 
And  nature  gratulates  the  fight  j 

And  now,  too  gorgeous  to  behold, 
Proceeds  th'  imperial  lord  of  liglit, 

O,  fource  of  every  earthly  joy^ 
Benignly  now  thy  power  impart ! 

Thy  milder  radiance  employ. 
Nor  thy  keen  fliafts  too  fiercely  dart ; 

In  bean^y  glory  may  they  glide, 

Soft  ftreaming  through  the  limpid  air; 

For  Sylvia  comes  in  beauty's  pride — 

No  bloom  hangs  on  the  bough  more  fair, 

O  gentle  Zephyms,  awake  I  .1 
Why  flumber  in  your  balmy  bed  ; 

If  I  with  woodbine,  for  your  iake, 
My  wavy  grove  have  fragrant  made : 

Now  on  my  Sylvia's  fteps  attend, 
And  with  her  lovely  treffes  play, 

To  every  charm  a  freflinefs  lend, 
And  all  her  latent  bloom  difplay ; 
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And,  fhould  fhe  wander  through  mybowcr^" 
Or  with  its  fhades  her  beauties  veil,^ 

Of  all  its  fw/eets,  rob  every  flower. 
And  round  her  waft  the  ^icey  gale ; 

If  yon  thick  hedge-row  lend  its  aid, 

To  guard  your  young  from  fchool-boy*3  eye 

If  grateful  be  its  fumnoer  fliade. 
Nor  food  in  winter  it  deny  ; 

Ye  tuneful  thruflies,  ble&  my  care, 

With  melody  my  pains  repay. 
And,  emulous  to  charm  the  fair, 

O  wildly,  fweetly  fwell  the  lay ! 

And  yo"u,  who  haunt  Alkella's  ftream, 
O  Mufe,  to  whom  the  Ijrre  belongs  ; 

Let  Sylvia's  praifes  be  your  theme. 
And  footh  her  with  your  fofteft  fongsg 

So  fliall  ihe  hear  my  amorous  tale. 
While  you  all  aid  the  dear  defign  ; 

And  Love,  perfualive  Love,  prevail^ 
To  make  tlie  maid  for  ever  mine. 
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AN        EPITAPH, 

ON   A  LADY  *  WHO  DIED  THE  8th  OF  SEPTEMBER,     1768, 
AND  IS  BURIED  AT  CALCUTTA  IN   BENGAL. 

EY      THE     SAME. 

MOTHER  and  daughter  !  fifter !  friend  and  wife ! 
*'  Relations  dear  and  charities  of  life  I" 
In  vain,  to  plead  with  ruthlefs  death,  you  rife*j 
A  fingle  ftroke  has  broken  all  your  ties ! 
The  purell  virtue  proves  too  weak  to  fave, 
And  piety  exempts  not  from  the  grave. 
Farewel,  moft  lovely  and  belovd — Thy  doom 
How  hard !  Thoti  early  tenant  of  the  tomb ! 
Thy  glowing  heart  "  in  cold  obftrudtion  laidl** 
And  thy  fine  frame,  one  difmal  ruin  made  !— 
.0  may  thy  afiies  reft  uninjur'd  here, 
And  infidels  themfelves  the  facred  place  revere ! 

Since  all,  who  lately  held  thee  in  efteem, 
Will  foon  thy  memory  lofe  in  life's  vain  dream ; 
Since  thofe,  whom  now  thy  fate  o'erwhelms  with  grief. 
From  time's  afliiaging  hand  fliall  find  relief; 
Since  he,  forlorn,  who  pays  thee  this  lafl  debt, 
In  death,  even  he,  niuft  all  thy  worth  forget : — 
To  after-ages  may  this  humble  ilone 
Make  their  afieftions,  and  thy  merits,  known !  •— 
■'  Mrs.  Peaifon,  wife  of  the  author, 

»  Yet 
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Yet  ev'n  this  ftone,  frail  record  of  thy  fame, 

To  blank  oblivion  muft  refign  thy  name ; 

Thy  juft  reward,  'tis  only  Heaven  can  give,  n 

Where  faints,  like  thee,  in  blifs  eternal  live. 

THEE  QJJ  ALITY    OF    MANKIND. 

By   MICHAEL  WODHULL,   Esq^ 

THERE  was  a  time,  when  from  thofe  haplefs  fchoofs. 
Where  Science  droops,  and  penfion'd  Litchfield  ruks. 
Inhaling  faftion,  with  the  Tory  race 
On  Right  Divine,  Hereditary  Grace, 
Much  did  I  waver,  much  did  I  unite 
The  names  of  Patriot,  and  of  Jacobite : 
Thanks  to  my  friendly  ftars,  thofe  days  arc  o'er, 
And  now,  not  meanly  pinion'd  as  before, 
Untaught  to  bend  the  pliant  knee,  and  join 
The  flaves,  v^^ho  flock  to  Grandeur's  tinfel  ftirine, 
Kindling  at  thy  perpetual  flame  the  brand 
Of  honeft  Satire,  with  officious  hand 
To  thee,  O  Truth,  I  confecrate  the  bla^c;--- 
Rcceive,  exalt,  invigorate  my  lays ! 

The  ftudious  Pilgrim,  as  his  bare  feet  tread 
O'er  holy  Carmel !  with  religious  dread, 
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If,  funk  in  mouWering  rubbifli,  he  defcries 
Where  fome  old  fane,  or  maffive  altar  lies. 
Kneeling  adores  it  with  a  ftedfaft  gaze, 
And  ruminates  the  works  of  mightier  davs, 
Feafts  his  rapt  foul  on  pure  devotion's  fires, 
And  flowly  from  the  nnich-lov'd  fpot  retires. 
Led  by  dark  Legend  on  from  cliftie  to  clime 
Amid  th'  hiftoric  ravatjes  of  Time, 
Thus  the  bold  Mufe  aiferts  her  liberal  plsin 
To  mark  the  genuine  privilege  of  man. 
To  prove  how  Fidion,  and  how  Faft  agrecj 
That  God  was  juft,  and  all  Mankind  were  free. 

From  Jura's  mount,  from  thofe  inclement  ikies, 

(Where  pale  and  wan  Helvetia's  genius  lies, 

His  arms  revers'd,  his  fliield  thrown  idly  by, 

To  note  the  fad  decays  of  Liberty  ;j 

Come,  ftern  Philofophy,-— that  garb  of  woe 

Befits  thee  moft,  maiefticallv  flow       ,. 

•        ,  •,  ,  ,lf;.i5iit.  .:r. 

Thy  gait,  Xvhile  rais'd  aloot  thy  red  right  hand 
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Waves  in  the  gale  Refentment's  flaming  brand, 
Such  as,  from  Seine's  proud  banks  when  Rolfeau  fled, 
Thy  Vengeance  huri'd  at  mitred  Beaumont's  head  ; 
Beneath  thy  aufpices  in  Albion's  plain, 
While  Juftice  triumphs  in  a  George's  reign. 
Alone,  yet  fcorning  Caution's  coward  raaik,r.. 
Will  I  encounter  this  adventurous  talk  ; 
Though,  far  too  fanguine  to  conceal  their  rage, 
My  foes  already  curfe  each  opening  page, 

^    And 
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And  friends,  half  flirinking  at  fo  rude  a  teft, 
Glance  o'er  my  title,  and  forfvvear  the  reft. 

Eack  to  Creation's  infancy,  when  earth 
Few  revolutions  dated  from  its  birth, 
JNIy  theme  invites : — poor  exile  doom'd  to  rove 
Far  from  the  hveets  of  Eden's  happy  grove 
Behold  our  liril  progenitor; — his  race 
Plung'd  in  a  lineal  feries  of  difgrace. 
Become  a  prey  from  that  ill-fated  hour 
To  pain,  difeafe,  and  death's  remorfelefs  power. 

Some  evils  foon  attain'd  their  titmoft  prime, 
,  To  perteft  others  was  a  work  of  time. 
Perhaps  in  thofe  rude  ages,  when  ho  law 
Kept  the  warm  paffions  of  mankind  in  awe, 
Rapine  was  frequent ;  from  his  neighbour's  fold 
Some  proud  OpprefTor,  of  gigantic  mold. 
His  fleecy  charge,  his  only  treafure  bore. 
And  left  the  fliepherd  weltering  in  his  gore :  • 
Yet  then  no  dire  neceffity  had  made 
Murder  a  fyftem,  war  a  needful  trade ; 
No  Frederick,  foe  to  nature  and  to  man, 
Juftice  his  pretext,  tyrannj'^  his  plan, 
^orn  every  right  of  nations  to  betray. 
O'er  Leipzick's  walls  had  forc'd  his  defperate  way  ; 
Coarfe  was  their  food,  their  fordid  dwelling  fmallj. 
Such  was  the  lot  of  tine,  the  lot  of  all: 

Vol.  IV.  T  'In 
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In  fome  deep  vale  their  Ihapelefs  altar  flood 
Rais'd  with  the  cafual  turf,  or  unhewn  wood; 
Thither,  by  grateful  adoration  taught, 
On  fome  choice  feftival  the  ruflic  brought 
A  decent  offering  from  his  little  flock, 
Fniita  of  the  ground,  or  firfllings  of  his  flock : 
No  temple  rear'd  its  fretted  roof  on  high. 
No  golden  cenfer's  blaze  perfum'd  the  fky. 
No  vain  High-Prieft  with  furly  grandeur  tro4. 
As  if  to  fliame  the  meannefs  of  his  God. 

When,  like  the  Titans,  earth's  rebellious  crew, 
To  Heaven's  high  bulwarks  rais'd  their  hoflile  view, 
In  vain,  their  boaftful  arrogance  to  quell. 
Their  leaders  were  difpers'd,  their  turret  fell ; 
On  Shinar's  plains  defpotic  power  unfurl'd 
Her  banner,  and  to  vex  the  groaning  world 
From  fhore  to  Ihore  the  flrange  contagion  ran ; 
fraternal  concord  ceas'd,  and  monarchy  began. 

Thus  while  the  llorms  in  hollow  caverns  Ileep, 
And  fcarce  a  Zephyr  fans  the  quiet  deep. 
Suddenly  from  the  rock's  impending  brow 
A  cumbrous  fragment  on  the  tide  below 
Comes  rufliing  downwards ;  boils  the  vafl  profound, 
Waves  upon  waves  dafli'd  on  the  beach  refound, 

Dete/led  Hunter  !  Nimrod  led  the  way. 
War  was  his  lavage  paflime,  man  his  prey; 
.-    •  For 
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For  brutal  jlrength  by  trembling  vaflals  fear*d 
The  walls  of  ancient  Babylon  he  rear'd  : 
In  his  high  domej  with  crayons  rude  portray'd. 
The  warrior's  dread  atchievements  were  dilplay'd  ; 
Here  pierc'd  with  darts  th'  expiring  tyger  lay, 
There  rufli'd  embattled  hoils  in  firm  array  ; 
There  in  his  car  the  thickeft  ranks  he  broke, 
And  nations  yielded  to  his  galling  yoke. 

Such  empire's  origin  :— with  horrid  yell, 
From  the  black  confines  of  his  native  hell, 
Emerg'd  the  Demon  of  tyrannic  pride. 
And  Vice  came  onward  with  a  larger  llride  % 
Ungrateful  were  the  talk,  and  endlefs  toil. 
To  trace  its  progrefs  through  ejich  diilant  foil 
Fertile  of  Tyrants.     Craft  with  Prowefs  join'd 
Soon  tam'd  the  generous  fiereenefs  of  mankind. 
Dominion  firft  was  gain'd  by  lawlefs  might ; 
The  claim  of  long  Hereditary  Right 
Succeeded;  when,  to  varnifh  o*er  each  flaw. 
And  bow  the  world  with  fuperftitious  awe, 
The  Priefls  drefs'd  up  fome  bugbear  of  their  own, 
Call'd  him  a  King,  and  plac*d  him  on  a  throne ; 
Then  caught  the  weaknefs  of  thofe  darker  times, 
And  dragg'd  in  Heaven  to  fandtify  his  crimes. 

Search  well  its  inmoll:  fource,  and  tell  whence  fprings 
Xr>is  facred  claim  of  Ifrael's  vaunted  Kings : 

T  2  \^lien 
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When  that  audacious  crew  renounc'd  their  God, 

Defpis'd  his  mercies,  bravM  his  heavieft  rod; 

And,  for  his  patronage  too  mighty  grown, 

Set  up  a  little  Idol  of  their  own : 

Say,  did  their  Prophet  urge  Saul's  Right  Divine  ?-• 

His  incenfe  blaz'd  not  at  fo  vile  a  fhrine. 

Or  did  fome  ill  in  myftic  leaves  foretold, 

And  chronicled  by  graveft  Seers  of  old, 

While  on  delufive  hopes  they  fondly  built, 

O'crwhelm  them  with  involuntary  guilt  ? 

No  ;  'twas  their  baffled  pride,  whofe  laft  refourcc 

Dragg'd  this  perdition  on  their  heads  by  force. 

From  that  black  period  each  intenfer  crime, 
That  brands  with  infamy  its  parent  clime, 
Affail'd  the  palace,  overfpread  the  land, 
And  in  their  temple  took  its  guilty  fland. 

The  feat  of  Chemofh  by  the  purple  vine 
Was  planted,  and  at  Moloch's  brazen  flirine. 
As  with  inhuman  zeal  the  trembling  fire 
Confign'd  his  flirieking  infants  to  the  fire, 
While  with  loud  din  their  hideous  cymbals  rung. 
His  worfhipers  obfcene  their  uncouth  orgies  fung. 

Belief,  in  various  fenfes  underftood. 
Is  man's  fevereft  curfe,  or  fureft  good. 
Thus,  in  the  meads  where  hallow'd  Jordan  glides. 
Enriching  Palelline  with  copious  tides, 

Where 
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Where  fprings  the  branching  palm,  where  ftreams  the  oii> 

Where  fruitful  vineyards  blefs  the  peaiant's  toil ; 

Deep  in  the  heart  of  Siddim's  odious  vale, 

Impregnating  with  death  each  tainted  gale, 

The  black  Afphaltes  from  its  ilimy  bed 

Sees  pitchy  clouds,  fulphureous  vapours,  fpread. 

Let  Mecca  tell,  big  with  afpiring  fchemes. 
Seraphic  trances,  counterfeited  dreams: 
How  fubtle  Mahomet,  of  fervile  birth, 
DifFus'd  his  tenets  through  th'  aftonifli'd  earth, 
By  fire  and  fword  the  nations  undeceiv'd 
Confefs'd  their  former  errors,  and  belie v'd. 

In  Judah's  foil  the  tree  of  knowledge  grew, 
Whofe  fruit  unfound,  yet  fpecious  to  the  view, 
Entruiled  to  the  treacherous  Levite's  care, 
Fell,  ere  it  ripen'd,  in  that  baleful  air; 
Relentlefs  cowards !  with  a  brutal  hand 
Urging  their  fraudful  progrefs  through  the  land, 
O'er  Nature's  parting  agonies  they  trod, 
And  flaughter'd  millions  in  the  name  of  God, 
Each  right  of  arms  infringing,   nor  forbore 
To  dip  their  reeking  blades  in  infant  gore  ; 
Till  mighty  Confcience,  whofe  prevailing  call 
Opes  the  dread  volume  of  her  laws  to  all, 
Bewail'd  them  darken'd  by  fo  ftrong  a  taint, 
That  none  difcern'd  the  villain  from  the  laint. 

T  3  Far 
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Far  other  fame  the  Chriflian  dodrine  gain'd, 
From  Heaven  tranfmitted,  and  by  Heaven  maintain'd, 
With  fcepter'd  arrogance  to  vex  the  earth, 
Yet  moll  thofe  realms  which  gave  his  grandeur  birth. 
To  make  divided  Faith  and  Virtue  foes. 
On  its  firm  bafe  no  fecond  David  rofe : 
Yet  from  this  pure  and  unpolluted  fource, 
Ere  long,  the  flreams  in  a  perverted  courfe 
Ran  foul  :  Fanatics  foon  began  to  call 
Merit  a  found,  Religion  all  in  all ; 
Infuriate  Priefts  the  bonds  of  nature  torCj 
And  Perfecution  drench'd  the  world  with  gore.  , 
Arm'd  with  the  Crofs,  o'er  Afia's  ravag'd  lands, 
See  I'ainted  Champions  pour  their  defperate  baqds, 
A  dreaming  Hermit  leads  them,  and  aloud 
Preaches  Salvation  to  the  frantic  croud  : 
2eal  v/hets  the  poinard,  and  with  ruthlefs  joy 
They  come,  they  fack,  they  ravifli,  they  deflroy. 

The  Mufe  rejeding  this  hitloric  draught, 
With  bitter  truth,  ftriil  tellimonies  fraught, 
Its  civil  difcords,  and  religious  ftrife 
O'erlooks,  to  take  a  fairer  view  of  life  ; 
Borne  on  the  rapid  wings  of  thought  fhe  flies, 
Opes  nev^r  creations,  feeks  for  other  Ikies, 
Revolving  all  that  fportive  Ovid  told 
Of  cloudlefs  funs,  of  ages  wing'd  with  gold, 
Thofe  ages,  when  in  Peneus'  chearful  grove 
J.ian  knew  no  ibrrows,  no  dilealb  but  Love  ; 

WllQM. 
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When  Nature's  felf  was-xmconftrain'd  and  young. 
And  Bards  rang'd  lawlefs  as  the  Gods  they  fung. 

Ye  happier  times  of  Innocence  and  Truth, 
Pleafing  inftru6tors  of  my  thoughtlefs  youth, 
When  none  the  image  of  his  God  bely'd, 
No  minions  crouch'd  beneath  a  Sultan's  pride,       .  r    -, 
No  wealth  enfnar'd,  no  poverty  diftrefs'd, 
No  ruffians  plunder'd,  and  no  kings  opprefs'd; 
Though  doom'd  to  grovel  in  a  bafer  age, 
Will  I  from  Memory's  enchanting  page 
Retrace  your  fcatter'd  annals. — When  of  old 
Arcadia's  peaceful  fhepherds  uncontroul'd 
Their  ranging  flocks  through  boundlefs  pafmres  drove. 
Or  tun'd  their  pipes  beneath  the  myrtle  grove. 
Their  laws  on  brazen  tablets  unimpreft 
Were  deejily  grav'd  on  each  ingenuous  breaft, 
No  proud  Vicegerent  of  Ailrea  reign'd, 
Allrea's  fclf  her  own  decrees  maintain'd. 

Books,  ufelefs  lumber,  yet  in  embryo  fiept, 
No  Damon  rav'd  in  rhyme,  no  Delia  wept ; 
Nor  had,  nor  needed  they,  the  cafuifl's  page, 
Plain  were  the  duties  of  that  Ampler  age : 
For  Nature,  beft  of  mothers,  pleas'd  to  teach 
Virtues  no  modern  theorifl  can  reach  ; 
With  characters  indelible,  on  high 
Blazon'd  her  fyflem  of  Equality, 

T  4  Alas! 
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Alas!  how  gladly  woiikl  lUuTioh's  beam 
For  cv^er  vibrate  on  this  glittering  theme  ! 
Here  let  me  finifli }   nor,  my  foul  to  wring, 
From  Fable's  fweets  proceed  to  Fable's  fting : 
I  mull: ; — thefe  fairy  dreams  have  had  their  fpace. 
And  now  the  dreadful  fequel  claims  a  place. 
Like  the  prefumptuous  mariner,  who  fails, 
Wafted  from  port  with  foft  Eteiian  gales. 
Urge  his  o'erweening  eagernefs  to  brave 
Without  a  pilot  the  perfidious  wave, 
Soon  o'er  whofe  bark  th'  impetuous  tempefts  fwcep. 
And  bury  all  his  fortunes  in  the  deep  : 
Seduc'dby  Fancy's  charms,  amidft  a  grove 
Of  plealing  errors  have  I  dar'd  to  rove, 
Till,  half-defponding,   comfortlefs,  aghafl, 
I  but  furvey  bright  Freedom's  form  at  lail, 
To  fee  her  perifli  by  as  fure  a  wound 
Mid  thefe  enchantments,  as  on  vulgar  ground. 

Fond  Epimetheus  I   when  thy  lucklefs  hand 
Scatter'd  l^andora's  curfes  o'er  the  land, 
Forth  from  the  calket  glittering  to  the  view 
Scepters,  and  crowns,  delufive  trumpery,  flew; 
Man  ey'd  the  bait,  and  with  ari  ideot  joy 
Eagerly  rufli'd  to  fnatch  the  gilded  toy : 
Freedom  thenceforth,  and  Peace,  and  Jullice  fled, 
Infernal  Difcord  rear'd  her  fnaky  head. 
From  blackeft  Erebus,  whofc  fcorpions  hurl'd 
By  dread  Oppreffion  curbed  a  wretched  world; 

Too 
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Too  iate  retnorfe  congcal'd  each  guilty  foul, 
And  forky  lightnings  flafli'd  from  pole  to  pole. 

Where-e'er  we  fearch  the  vaiVinftruftive  page 
Of  Faft,  or  Fiftion,  we  in  every  age 
See  Saints  impal'd  and  tortur'd  at  the  ftake 
Through  fervent  Zeal,  and  for  Religion's  fake ; 
Murders  and  forceries,  and  men,  whofe  heart 
Ne'er  prompted  one  humane,  one  generous  part. 
While  fome  vain  mortal,  arbiter  of  ill, 
Govern'd  the  reft,  at  whofe  imperious  will 
Millions  of  ilaughter'd  heroes  bit  the  duft  .>  ,,,^; :,^. 

To  footh  a  Tyrant's  pride,   a  Strumpet's  lull:  5  r-,,-.-  ;>    .; 
Till,  loathing  both  the  prefent  and  the  paft. 
We  learn  this  melancholy  truth  at  bft  ; 
"  On  Life's  rough  fea  by  flormy  paffions  tod, 
*•  Freedoin  and  Virtue  were  together  loit."i    ' ' 

Shame  on  our  vaunted  reafon,  when  we  find 
No  creature  elfe  fo  fenfelefs  and  fo  blind  i        .--...    >■ . . 
The  Brutes  indeed  to  force  fuperior  yield. 
And  leave  the  ftronrefl:  mafter  of  the  field. 
Yet  this  imperial  claim  to  none  defcends. 
With  the  polfelfor's  rtrenglh  his  title  ends ; 
Nor,  if  their  cnterprizing  Leader  calls, 
Do  they  forfake  their  well-replenifli'd  flails^ 
And  with  heroic  frenzy  rifk  their  life. 
Fomenting  -fome  unneceffary  ft  rife. 
UnfaU'n,  and  uncorrupted,  they  fulfil 
Their  Nature's  end,  their  mighty  Maker's  will : 

I  Stoop 
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Stoop  then,  ye  fons  of  Reafon,  floop,  and  own 
The  Ycrieft  beaft  more  worthy  of  a  throne. 

The  Chain,  whofe  two  extremities  unite, 
Prefenting  Hill  a  middle  to  our  fight, 
Where  link  by  link  in  fruitlefs  fearch  wc  tend, 
Yet  find  not  a  beginning,  or  an  end, 
Talk  as  we  pleafe,  diffemble  how  we  can, 
Prefents  a  juil:  fimilitude  of  man  ; 
Who,  in  each  ftate  of  life  conftrain'd  to  own 
A  ftrift  dependence,  ufelefs  when  alone, 
Cleaves,  though  a  monarch,  to  his  native  dung, 
And  venei-ates  the  foil  from  whence  he  fprung. 

View  firft  the  Slave,  whom  his  unhappy  fate 
In  galling  fetters  to  fome  foreign  ftate 
Tears  from  his  dearell  home ;  there  bafely  fold 
By  thofe  who  truck  humanity  for  gold, 
Abus'd,  neglected,  finking  with  diilrefs, 
W^hen  all  is  dark,  and  Hope  alone  can  blefs  j 
Ev'n  then  throup-h  Life's  dim  curtain  he  defcries 
Some  happier  regions,  and  ferener  fkies. 
Where  Commerce  never  rears  her  impious  head. 
No  Fiends  approach,  no  Miffionaries  tread. 

Next  him  the  peafant,  whofe  inceflant  toil, 
Hardly  requited,  tills  the  rugged  foil, 
Prefs'd  by  the  barbarous  infults  of  the  greatj 
The  foolifli  prodigality  of  flate  ; 


•yet 
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Yet  his  low  couch  no  thorny  cares  moleft, 
His  even  fpirits  yield  unbroken  reft. 

Thofe  reftlefs  Beings  next  in  order  place, 
Whofe  motley  ftations  wear  a  doubtful  face,    ' 
Who,  dragg'd  by  Fortune  intp  Middle  Life, 
That  vortex  of  malevolence  and  flrife, 
Envying  the  great,  and  fcoffing  at  the  mean, 
Or  fwol'n  with  pride,  or  walled  vvith  chagrin, 
Like  Mahomet's  unfettled  afhes,  dwell, 
Midway  fufpendcd,  between  Heaven  and  Hell, 

Clad  with  thofe  Titles  ancient  Juftice  gave 
To  grace  the  wife,  the  generous,  and  the  brave^ 
O'er  thefe  afcend  the  Sycophants  of  Power, 
Their  mailer's  tools,  the  minions  of  an  hour. 

Laft  of  the  group,  to  clofe  this  irkfome  fcene, 
Childiflily  great,  and  eminently  mean. 
Behold  the  Monarch,  whofe  exalted  throne, 
Dupes  to  their  fear,  his  Eailern  Vaflals  own  ; 
When  by  the  toil,  which  earns  the  hind's  hard  bread. 
His  fplendor  is  maintain'd,  his  hix'ry  fed ; 
Is  not  a  wretch  like  this,  to  either  fide 
Of  Life's  perverfe  extremities  ally'd  ? 
Here  to  its  fource  the  line  revolving  tends, 
Here  clofe  the  points,  asid  here  the  circle  ends. 


When  luft,  when  rapine,  when  ungovern'd  rage, 
Strongly  charaderis'd  the  iron  age, 


Law 
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La^v  foon  became  a  necelTary  ill, 

Vice  edg'd  the  ivvord,  and  gave  it  force  ta  kill ; 

Monarchs,  we  fee,  were  then  at  fir  ft  defign'd 

A  general  good,  a  blefling  unconfin'd  j 

For  public  welfare,  not  for  private  ends, 

From  fire  to  fon  the  regal  crown  defcends. 

When  Kings  fupport  afflifted  Virtue's  caufe, 

Curb  potent  Vice,  and  vindicate  the  laws. 

Our  high  refpedl  defervedly  they  fhare. 

Not  for  themfelves,  but  for  the  trufl  they  bear, 

As  on  the  flippery  pinnacle  they  lland 
Of  brittle  grandeur,  with  rapacious  hand  . 
If  they  aiTume  unlimited  domain,  ■ 
And  madly  govern  with  perverted  rein 
The  vaft  Machine  of  Empire  ;  to  the  Ikies 
Afcend  the  widow's  tears,  the  orphan's  cries  j 
A  Cato's  fpirit,  or  a  Cicero's  tongue. 
With  keen  refentment  animates  the  throng  : 
Some  Flampden  hears  his  gafping  country's  groan, 
And  in  juil  vengeance  fliakes  a  guilty  throne. 

Should  inaufpicious  Fortune  tear  away 
From  Virtue's  grafp  the  triumphs  of  a  day, 
Should  Tyranny,  by  long  fiiccefs  grown  great, 
Crnfh  the  defencelefs  viftims  of  her  hate, 
Grim  Super  ftition,  with  an  hagg:ird  eye, 
foJnts  to  the  fpoils,  and  rears  her  torch  on  high. 
From  regal  conqueil  her  own  inference  draws. 
And  blends  with  that  of  Heaven  its  dearer  caufe. 

Blind 
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Blind  to  the  treacherous  fnare,  when  fate  decreed 
That  Troy  fliould  perifli  by  the  wooden  lieed  j 
The  reft  flood  fix'd  with  hefitating  fear. 
While  bold  Laocoon  hurl'd  his  forceful  fpear 
Againft  the  monfter,  from  whofe  knotty  fide 
Refoimding  arms,  and  Grecian  fhrieks  replied : 
Stung  by  a  fnake  the  pious  Prieft  expir'd, 
While  Folly  gaz'd,'  and  Ignorance  admir'd ; 
This  moral  curb'd  th'  infatuated  crew — 
*♦  The  facrilegious  wretch  Minerva  flew.'* 

When  virtuous  ^  Greville  thus  in  civil  ftrifc 
Crown'd  with  that  honeft  prayer  his  doling  life ; 
Can  we  unmov'd  with  indignation  bear 
To  fee  grave  Clarendon,  whofe  ftyle,  whofe  air, 
Twixt  tortur'd  fa£ts,  and  fcripture-phrafes  quaint, 
Shews  half  the  Royalift,  and  half  the  Saint, 
Stamp  on  his  aflies  with  a  dotard's  pride, 
And  execrate  the  caufe  for  which  he  died  ? 

Ye  fields  of  Nafeby,  where  the  thundering  hand 
Of  Freedom  greatly  profper'd  1  where  that  band 
Of  hardy  Patriots  refolutely  bore, 
Through  ftorms  of  horror,  and  through  feas  of  gore. 
Their  country's  charter,  fnatch'd  in  happieft  hour 
From  Sacerdotal  wrath,  and  Kingly  power : 
Oft  as  your  towers,  on  which  dread  Vengeance  wrote 
Strong  chara6ters,  and  blafted  where  flie  fmote, 

'  Lord  Biookc.     Sec  Clarendon's  Hillory. 
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in  youth's  gay  feafon  fix'd  rny  roving  eye^ 

How  did  I  hail  that  fcene  of  viftory ! 

Ev'n  now  methinks  I  fee  brave  Fairfax  tread 

Th*  enfanguin'd  plain  j^— to  grace  the  warrior's  head 

From  Fame's  unfullied  grove  let  Virtue  bring 

Thofe  laureils  green  with  everlafting  fpring  : 

lUuftrious  meed,  too  oft  profufely  flrewn 

To  deck  the  precindls  of  Ambition's  throne^ 

To  crown  fome  proud  infringer  of  the  laws ; 

But  due  to  vengeance,  due  to  Britain's  caufe. 

Nor,  though  the  Mufe  forlorn  and  helplefs  flray 
O'er  thy  bafe  coaft,  nor  glean  one  fragrant  bay, 
Bleak  Caledonia,  flialt  thou  pafs  unfung. 
For  Freedorn  on  thy  hills  her  arm  new-ftrung : 
When  thy  firm  fons,  who  lov'd  the  public  weal. 
Or  inly  burn'd  to  fee  tyrannic  Zeal 
Againft  their  altars  lift  an  impious  hand, 
And  threat  th'  accuftom'd  worfliip  of  the  land, 
From  their  huge  clitfs  defcending  like  a  flood. 
Stood  forth,  prepar'd  to  feal  their  faith  with  blood ; 
At  their  approach  while  perjur'd  Holland  fled, 
Falfe  to  his  Mailer's  caufe,  his  Mallei's  bed  ; 
And  Hierarchy,  that  fiend,  whom  Scripture  paiats 
Drunk  with  the  blood  of  Martyrs  and  of  Saints, 
Confign'd  by  Fate  in  penal  chains  to  dwell, 
Slunk  unregarded  to  her  native  hell. 

Curfe  on  the  Ihouts  of  that  licentious  Throng, 
Whofe  merriment  (more  brutal  than  the  fong 
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0f  mad  Agave,  when  wild  Haemus  o'er 
Her  Pentheus'  mangled  limbs  the  mother  bore ;) 
proclaims  the  fall  of  Liberty  : — ye  ihades 
Of  mighty  Chiefs,  from  your  Elyfian  glades 
Look  down  benign,  avert  the  dire  prefage, 
Nor  with  two  Charles's  brand  ofie  fmful  age ! 
O,  my  poor  country  I  what  capricious  tide 
Of  Fortune  fwells  the  Tyrant's  motley  pride  ? 
Around  his  brows  yon  fervile  Prelates  twine 
The  flale  and  blafted  wreath  of  Right  Divine  j 
While  Harlots,  like  the  Coan  Venus  fair. 
Move  their  light  feet  to  each  lafcivious  air. 

Hence  with  your  orgies ! — righteous  Heaven  ordains 
A  purer  worfliip,  lefs  audacious  {trains. 
"When  falls  by  William's  fword  (as  foon  it  muft) 
This  Edifice  of  bigotry  and  luit, 
The  Mufe  fliall  ftart  from  her  inglorious  trance. 
And  give  to  Satire's  grafp  her  vengeful  lance. 
At  Truth's  hiftoric  Ihrine  fliall  vidtims  fmoke, 
And  a  frefli  Stuart  bleed  at  every  flroke : 
Thine  too,  perfidious  Albemarle  (whofe  Heel, 
Drawn  to  prote(ft,  embroil'd  Britannia's  weal, 
Shrunk  from  thy  coward  arm,  confign'd  the  reins 
Of  power  to  Charles,  and  forg'd  a  nation's  chains) 
Compar'd  with  nobler  villainies  of  old. 
High  deeds,  on  plates  of  adamant  enroll'd. 
Shall  meet  the  felon's  undiftinguifii'd  fate. 
Sure  of  contempt,  unworthy  of  our  hate. 
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Once  more  emerging  from  this  baleful  reign 
Of  Stuart  Kings,  and  from  the  Pontiff's  chain, 
By  Boyne's  fwift  current  Freedom  rear'd  her  head. 
When  from  thofe  banks  the  Papal  Tyrant  fled ; 
Then  every  vale  with  lo  Psans  rung 
As  the  glad  reaper  at  his  harveil  fung, 
Thee,  great  Naflau,  benevolently  biave, 
Equally  born  to  conquer,  and  to  fave. 
When  Glory's  founding  trump  to  Gallia's  fiiore, 
Th'  exulting  fhouts  of  Britifti  Freedom  bore, 
Difmay'd  Ihe  faw  the  kindling  ardor  burn. 
And  Seine  hung  trembling  o'er  her  wafled  urn.    , 

Warm  with  the  fame  benevolence  of  mind^ 
Friends  to  the  native  rights  of  human  kind, 
Succeeding  Kings  extend  the  generous  plan, 
And  Brunfv/ick  perfe6ls  whatNafTau  began. 
Thrice  happy  Albion  !  in  whofe  favour'd  land 
Impartial  Juflice  with  a  fleady  hand 
Poiles  the  fcales  of  empire;  where  the  names 
Of  fervile  tenure,  and  the  feudal  claims 
Of  Norman  Peers  in  mully  tomes  decay. 
Swept  by  obliterating  years  away. 

But  if  in  Fadion's  loud  and  empty  flrain 
Yon  frontlefs  rabble  vex  a  gentle  reign, 
In  Peace  itfelf  ideal  dangers  find. 
Provoke  new  wars,  and  challenge  half  mankind ; 
What  though  another  TuUy  at  their  head 
From  breaft  to  breaft  the  rank  contagion  fpread : 
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Say-j  tvhat  are  we  ?  fome  penfion'd  Patriot's  tools^ 
Meer  irtlefs,  unlufpetfting,  Britifli  fools. 

Born  in  a  changeful  clime,  beneath  a  Iky 
Whence  ftorms  defcend,  and  hovering  vapours  fly, 
Stung  with  the  fever,  tortur'd  with  the  fpleen, 
Boifteroufly  merry,  ehurliflily  ferenc, 
By  each  vague  blaft  dejefted  or  elate, 
t)upes  in  their  love,  immoderate  in  their  hate, 
With  flrange  formality,  or  bearifli  eafe, 
Then  moil  dil'guftful^  when  they  flrive  to  pleafe^ 
No  happy  mean  the  fons  of  Albion  know, 
Their  wavering  tempeis  ever  ebb  and  flow. 
Rank  contrarieSj  in  nothing  they  agree  5 
Untaught  to  ferve,  unable  to  be  free. 

While  parties  r^ge,  O  Truth,  with  honeil  zeal 
To  thee,  protedrefs  of  my  lays,  I  kneel ; 
O  deign  to  fliew  me  in  their  real  light, 
Stript  of  that  glare  which  cheats  the  dazzled  fight. 
The  Chiefs,  whofe  blazon'd  deeds  and  founding  worth 
tJfurp  a  fphere  above  the  fons  of  earth; 
Ope  dark  Futurity's  inftruftive  womb, 
Conduft  me  to  the  manfions  of  the  tomb. 
Where  titles  ceafe,  where  worldly  pomp  is  o'er. 
Mute  are  the  Nine,  and  Flattery  fooths  no  more  5 
So  may  I  take  a  more  impartial  view. 
Forget  the  rank,  and^ive  the  msn  his  due. 
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Yet  what  regards  it,  or  the  world,  or  me, 
How  Fame  awards  her  pofthumous  decree, 
If  man,  unconfcious  of  her  loudell:  breathy 
Sleep  a  cold  tenant  of  the  vale  of  death  ? 
Let  the  delirious  Siainois  compute 
How  Sommonokodon  his  worfliip'd  brute,  . 

Through  Being's  long  progreffive  ftages  trod, 
Began  an  Ox,  and  ended  in  a  God. 
Gur  fleeting  fouls  let  the  weak  k  Samian  trace' 
In  birds,  in  beafts,  in  all  the  finny  race  ; 
Thefe  bafelefs  ftru6lures,  fictions  light  and  vaioy 
Coin'd  in  the  foldings  of  an  idle  brain. 
To  their  abfurd  inventors  I  refign^ 
They  are  not  in  the  Church'^s  creed,  or  mine. 

But  fliall  the  Peafant  from  his  turf- bound  grave 
Or  rife  no  more,  or  v/ake  again  a  Slave  ? 
And  fhall  the  Monarch  in  a  future  Itate, 
"With  the  fame  vifionary  pomp  elate, 
Refume  the  trappings  of  his  loll  command. 
And  wield  a  mimic  fcepter  in  his  hand  ? 

Though  gloomy  Bigots  paint  a  partial  God, 
Bare  his  red  arm,  and  lift  his  fcorpion  rod ; 
Though  on  a  text  perverting  Zealots  dwell. 
Till  Scripture  fuits  the  purpofcs  of  hell  ; 
TKink  forthyfelf; — fiippofe  life's  voyage  o'er; 
Think  for  thyfelf,  and  envy  Kings  no  more : 

*'  Pythagoras. 
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Refign'd  and  calm  await  that  awful  hour 
That  crifis  of  all  fubhinary  power. 
When  wreaths  of  glory  (hall  adorn  the  Juft, 
And  Empire's  proud  Coloflus  fink  to  duft. 


LOVE       ELEGIES. 
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jrr^  I S  night,  dead  night ;  and  o'er  the  plaia 
M        Darknefs  extends  her  ebon  ray, 

While  wide  along  the  gloomy  fcene 
Deep  Silence  holds  her  folemn  fway ; 

Throughout  the  earth  no  chearful  teaqi 

The  melancholic  eye  furveys, 
Save  where  the  worm's  fantaftic  gleam 

The  'nighted  traveller  betrays : 

The  favage  race  (fo  Heaven  decrees) 

No  longer  through  the  foreft  rove ; 
AH  nature  refts,  and  not  a  breeze  1 

Difturbs  the  ftillnefs  of  the  grove ; 

U  1  AU 


(      292       ) 

All  nature  refts  ;  in  Sleep's  foft  arms 
The  village  fwain  forgets  his  care : 

Sleep,  that  the  fting  of  Sorrow  charms, 
And  heals  all  fadnefs  but  Defpair : 

Dcfpair  alone  her  pov-cr  denies, 
And  when  the  fun  withdraws  his  rays, 

To  the  wild  beach  diflraded  flies, 

Or  chearlefs  through  the  defart  flrays; 

Or,  to  the  church-yard's  horrors  led. 
While  fearful  echoes  burft  around. 

On  fome  cold  Itone  he  leans  his  head. 
Or  throws  his  body  on  the  ground. 

To  fome  fuch  drear  and  folemn  fcenc, 
Some  friendly  power  dired  my  way, 

Where  pale  Misfortune's  haggard  train. 
Sad  luxury  !  delight  to  ftray, 

Wrapp'd  in  thefolitary  gloom, 
Retir'd  from  life's  fantaftic  crew, 

Refign'd,  I'll  wait  my  final  doom, 
And  bid  the  bufy  world  adieu. 

The  world  has  now  no  joy  for  mc, 
Nor  can  life  now  one  pleafure  boaft, 

Since  all  my  eyes  defir'd  to  fee, 

My  wifti,  my  hope,  zny  all,  is  loft ; 
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Since  (he,  fo  form'd  to  pleafe  and  blefs, 

So  wife,  fo  innocent,  fo  fair, 
Whofe  converfe  fweet  made  forrow  lefs. 

And  brighten'd  all  the  gloom  of  care : 

Since  flie  is  loft, — Ye  powers  divine, 

What  have  I  done,  or  thought,  or  faid, 
O  fay,  what  horrid  a6l  of  mine 

Has  drawn  this  vengeance  on  my  head  ? 

Why  flioiild  Heaven  favour  Lycon's  claim  ? 

Why  are  my  heart's  beft  wiflies  croft  ? 
What  fairer  deeds  adorn  his  name  ? 

What  nobler  merit  can  he  boaft  f 

What  higher  worth  in  him  was  found 
My  tnie  heart's  fervice  to  outweigh  ? 

A  fenfelefs  fop  I — A  dull  compound 
Of  fcarcely  animated  clay  ! 

He  drefs'd,  indeed,  he  danc'd  with  eafc. 

And  charm'd  her  by  repeating  o'er 
Unmeaning  raptures  in  her  praife, 

That  twenty  fools  had  faid  before : 

But  I,  alas !  who  thought  all  art 

My  paflion's  force  would  meanly  prove, 

Could  only  boaft  an  honeft  heart. 
And  claim'd  no  merit  but  my  love, 
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Have  I  not  fate — Ye  confcious  hours 
Be  vvitnefs — while  my  Stella  fung. 

From  morn  to  eve,  with  all  my  powers 
Rapt  in  th'  enchantment  of  her  tongue  ! 

Ye  confcious  hours,  that  faw  me  ftand 
Entranc'd  in  wonder  and  furprife, 

In  filent  rapture  prefs  her  hand, 

With  paffion  burfting  from  my  eyes, 

Have  I  not  lov'd — O  earth  and  heaven ! 

Where  now  is  all  my  youthful  boaft  ? 
The  dear  exchange  I  hop'd  was  given 

For  flighted  fame  and  fortune  loll ! 

Where  now  the  joys  that  once  were  mine  I 
Where  all  my  hopes  of  future  blifs  ? 

Muft  I  thofe  joys,  thefe  hopes  refign  ? 
Is  all  her  friendfliip  come  to  this  ? 

Muft  then  each  woman  faithlefs  prove, 
And  each  fond  lover  be  imdone  ? 

Are  vows  no  more  I — Almighty  Love! 
The  fad  refemblance  let  me  fliun ! 

It  will  not  be My  honeft  heart 

The  dear  fad  image  Hill  retains  j 

And,  fpite  of  reafon,  fpiteofart, 
'I  he  dreadful  memory  remains. 


(    295    ) 

Ye  powers  divine,  whofe  wond'fous  Ikill 
Deep  in  the  womb  of  time  can  fee, 

Behold,  I  bend  me  to  your  will. 
Nor  dare  arraign  your  high  decree. 

Let  her  be  bleft  with  health,  with  eafe, 
With  all  your  bounty  has  in  ftore,; 

Let  forrow  cloud  my  future  days. 
Be  Stella  bleft! — I  afk  no  more. 

But  lo !  where,  high  in  yonder  Eaft^ 
The  ftar  of  morning  mounts  apace  ! 

Hence  I  —let  me  fly  th'  unwelcome  gueft, 
And  bid  the  Mufe's  labour  ceafe. 


^^^^^^^^<^;^^^^^^^#S'S'^#^# 
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WHEN,  young,  life's  journey  I  began, 
The  glittering  profpeft  charm'd  my  eyes, 
I  faw  along  th'  extended  plan 
Joy  after  joy  fucccffive  rife  : 
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And  Fjrne  her  golden  trumpet  blew  ; 

And  Power  diiplay'd  her  gorgeous  charm?  i 
And  Wealth  engag'd  my  wandering  view  j 

And  Pleafure  woo'd  me  to  her  arms : 

To  each  by  turns  my  vows  I  paid. 

As  Folly  led  me  to  admire  ; 
While  Fancy  magnified  each  fliade, 

And  Hope  increas'd  each  fond  ddire  : 

But  foon  I  found  'twas  all  a  dream  j 
And  learn'd  the  fond  purfuit  to  Ihun, 

Where  few  can  reach  their  purpos'd  aim, 
And  thoufands  daily  are  undone : 

And  Fame,  I  found,  was  empty  air ; 

And  Wealth  had  Terror  for  her  gueft  ; 
And  Pleafure's  p^th  was  flrewn  with  Care ; 

And  Power  was  vanity  at  beft. 

Tir'd  of  the  chace,  J  gave  it  o'er ; 

Ahd,  in  a  far  fequefler'd  fliade. 
To  Contemplation's  fober  power 

My  youth's  next  fervjces  I  paid. 

There  Health  and  Peace  adorn'd  the  fcene ; 

And  ohy  indulgent  to  my  prayer, 
With  mirthful  eye  and  frolic  nuen, 

The  Mufe  would  deign  to  viilt  there: 
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There  would  (he  oft  delighted  rove 
The  flovver-cnanierd  vale  along  ; 

Or  wander  with  me  through  the  grove. 
And  liften  to  the  woodlark's  fong ; 

Or,  'mid  the  foreft's  awful  gloom, 
Whilft  wild  amazement  fiU'd  my  eyes. 

Recall  paft  ages  from  the  tomb. 
And  bid  ideal  worlds  arife. 

Thus  in  the  Mufe's  favour  bleft, 

One  wifli  alone  rny  foul  eould  frame. 

And  Heaven  bellow' d,  to  crown  the  reft, 
A  friend,  and  Thyrlis  was  his  name. 

For  manly  conftancy,  and  truth, 
'  And  worth,  unconfcious  of  a  flain. 
He  bloom'd  the  flower  of  Britain's  youth. 
The  boaft  and  wonder  of  the  plain. 

Still  with  our  years  our  friendfliip  grew ; 

No  cares  did  then  my  peace  deftroy ; 
Time  brought  new  bleffings  as  he  flew% 
And  every  hour  was  wing'd  with  joy« 

But  foon  the  blifsful  fcene  was  loft. 
Soon  did  the  fad  reverfe  appear ; 

Love  c5me,  like  an  untimely  froft, 
To  blail  the  promife  of  my  year. 
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J  faw  young  Daphne's  angel-fonn, 
(Fool  that  T  was,  I  blefs'd  the  Ihnart) 

And,  while  I  gaz'd,  nor  thought  of  harm, 
The  deal'  infeftion  feiz'd  my  heart. 

She  was — at  leaft  in  Damon's  eyes  — 
Made  up  of  lovelinefs  and  grace. 

Her  heart  a  Granger  to  difguife, 
Her  mind  as  perfeft  as  her  face  ; 

To  hear  her  fpeak,  to  fee  her  move, 
(Unhappy  I,  alas  !  the  while) 

Her  voice  was  joy,  her  look  w^as  love, 
And  Heaven  was  open'd  in  her  fmile  ! 

She  heard  me  breathe  my  amorous  prayers, 
She  liften'd  to  the  tender  drain, 

She  heard  my  fighs,  flie  faw  my  tears, 
And  feem'd  at  length  to  fliare  my  pain  : 

She  faid  {he  lov'd — and  I,  poor  youth  I 
(How  foon,  alas,  can  Hope  perfuade  ! ) 

Thought  all  llie  faid  no  more  than  truth, 
And  all  my  love  was  well  repaid. 

In  joys,  unknown  to  courts  or  kings. 
With  her  I  fat  the  live-long  day, 

And  faid  and  look'd  fuch  tender  things, 
As  none  hefide  could  look  or  fay  I 
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How  foon  can  Fortune  fliift  the  fcene. 

And  all  our  earthly  blifs  deftroy  ? 
jCare  hovers  round,  and  Grief's  fell  train 

Still  treads  upon  the  heels  of  Joy. 

My  age's  hope,  my  youth's  bell:  boaft. 
My  foul's  chief  bleffing,  and  my  pride. 

In  one  fad  moment  all  were  loft, 

And  Daphne  chang'd,  and  Thyrfis  died. 

O  who,  that  heard  her  vows  ere-while, 
Could  dream  thefe  vows  were  infincere  ? 

Or  who  could  think,  that  faw  her  fmile. 
That  fraud  could  find  admittance  there  ? 

Yet  fhe  was  falfe — my  heart  will  break ! 

Her  frauds,  her  perjuries  were  fuch — 
Some  other  tongue  than  mine  muft  fpeak— • 

I  have  not  power  to  fay  how  much ! 

Ye  fwains,  hence  warh'd,  avoid  the  bait, 
O  fhun  her  paths,  the  traitrefs  fliun! 

Her  voice  is  death,  her  fmile  is  fate, 
Who  hears,  or  fees  her,  is  undone. 

And,  when  Death's  hand  fliall  clofe  my  eye, 
(For  foon,  I  know,  the  day  will  come) 

P  chear  my  fpirit  with  a  figh, 

And  grave  thefe  lines  upon  my  tomb  ! 

THE 
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CcrnCgnM  to  dull,  beneath  this  flone. 
In  manhood's  prime  is  Damon  laid  ; 

Joyk^  he  liv'd,  and  dy'd  unknown 
In  bleak  misfortune's  barren  fliacfe. 

Lov'd  by  the  Mufe,  btit  lov'd  in  vain— 
*T\va.'»  beauty  drew  his  ruin  on  ; 

He  faw  young  Daphne  on  the  plain ; 
He  lov'd,  behev'd,  and  was  undone, 

Hjs  heart  then  funk  beneath  the  florm, 
(Sad  meed  of  unexampled  truth) 

Ajid  ibrrow,  like  an  envious  worm, 
DevourM  the  bloflbm  of  his  youth. 

Beraeath  this  ftone  the  youth  is  laid— 

O  greet  his  aflies  with  a  tear  \ 
May  Heaven  with  blefllngs  crown  his  fliadcy 

And  grant  that  peace  he  wanted  here  \ 
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WRITTEN    CfON   ONE   OF  THE  'TUBS  iN  E.A'K-WAVXX^ 
SEPTEMBER,    i;6o, 

EY      THE     SAME. 

DARK  was  the  &y  with  many  a  clotud, 
The  fearful  lightnings  fiafli'd  arounti. 
Low  to  the  blaft  the  foreil  bow'd, 
And  bellowing  thunders  roek'd  the  ground  t 

Fafi;  fell  the  rains  upon  my  head, 

And  weak  and  weary  were  my  feet. 
When  lo !  this  hofpitable  died 

At  length  fupply'd  a  kind  retreat. 

That  in  fair  memory's  faithful  page 
The  bard's  efeape  may  flourifli  long, 

Yet  ftiuddering  from  the  terapefl'^  rage. 
He  dedicates  the  votive  fong. 

*  Two  feats  in  Ham-waiks,  called  Tubs,  fi-ora  their  focn^  wiidi 
refembles  an  hogfhead  fplk  in  two. 
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For  ever  facred  be  the  earth 

From  whence  the  tree  its  vigour  drew ! 
The  hour  that  gave  the  feedhng  birth  I 

The  foreft  where  the  fcyon  grew  ! 

Long  honour'd  may  his  aihes  reft. 
Who  firft  the  tender  (hoot  did  rear  ! 

Bleft  be  his  name ! — But  doubly  bleft 
The  friendly  hand  that  plac'd  it  here ! 

O  ne^er  may  war,  or  wind,  or  wave. 
This  pleafurable  fcene  deform,    . 

But  time  ftill  fpare  the  feat,  which  gave 
The  poet  ihelter  from  the  ftorm  ! 
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VERSES 

WRITTEN  UPON  A  PE&ESTAL  BENEATH  A  ROW  OF  ELM* 
IN  A  MEAr>0\V  NEAR  RICHMOND  FERRY,  BELONGING 
TO    RICHARD    OWEN    CAMBRIDGE,     ESC^t      SEPTEMBER. 

i;6o. 

BY       THE       SAME. 

»  'V7'  E  green-hair'd  nymphs,  whom  Pan  allovvs 

A     To  guard  from  harm  thefe  favoiir'd  boughs  j 
Ye  blue-ey'd  Naiads  of  the  ftream, 
That  foothe  the  warrrv  poetic  dream  ; 
Ye  elves  and  fprights,  that  thronging  round. 
When  mi-dmght  darkens  all  the  ground, 
In  antic  meafures  uncontroul'd. 
Your  fairy  fports  and  revels  hold, 
And  up  and  down,  vv'here-e'er  ye  pafs, 
With  inany  a  ringlet  print  the  grafs  ; 
If  e'er  ths  bard  hath  hail'd  your  power 
At  morn's  giey  dawn,  or  evening  hour; 

*  The  fiifl'  line  of  this  little  piece  is  borrowed  from  an  Ode  of  My, 
Msfoivs,  publiihed  in  Douflcy's  Collection,  Vol,  III.  p.  309. 
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If  e'er  by  moon-light  on  the  plain 

Your  ears  have  caught  th'  enraptur'd  ftrain; 

From  every  flo\v*ret*s  velvet  head. 

From  reverend  Thames's  oozy  bed, 

From  thefe  mofs'd  elms,  where,  prifon'd  deep, 

Conceard  from  human  eyes,  ye  fleep  j 

If  thefe  your  haunts  be  worth  your  care. 

Awake,  arife,  and  hear  my  prayer  I 

O  banifli  from  this  peaceful  plain 
The  perjur'd  nymph,  the  faithlefs  fvvairij 
The  ftubborn  heart,  that  fcorns  to  bow. 
And  harfli  rejefts  the  honefl  vow  : 
The  fop,  who  wounds  the  virgin's  ear,^ 
With  aught  that  fenfe  would  Wuflito  hear, 
Or^  faife  to  honour,  mean  and  vain, 
Defames  the  worth  he  cannot  fiain  : 
The  light  coq^uet,  with  various  art, 
Who.cafts  her  net  for  every  heart. 
And  fmiliog  flatters  to  the  chace 
Alike  the  worthy  and  the  bafe  : 
The  dame,  who,  proud  of  virtue's  praife. 
Is  happy  if  a  filler  flrays, 
And,  confcious  of  unclouded  fame. 
Delighted,  fpreads  the  tale  of  fliame : 
But  far,  O  I  banifla'd  far  be  they. 

Who  hear  unmov'd  the  orphan's  ciy. 
Who  fee,  nor  wifti  to  wipe  away 

The  tear  tbatfo- ells  the  widow's  eye ; 

Th'  ux\- 
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Th'  unloving  man,  whofe  narrow  mind 

l)ifdains  to  feel  for  human-kind, 

At  others'  blifs  whofe  cheek  ne'er  glows, 

Whofe  breaft  ne'er  throbs  with  others'  woes, 

Whofe  hoarded  fum  of  private  joys 

His  private  care  alone  deflroys ; 

Ye  fairies,  call  your  fpells  around, 

And  guard  from  fuch  this  hallow'd  ground  f . 

But  welcome  all,  who  figh  with  truth, 
Each  conllant  maid  and  faithful  youth, 
Whom  mutual  love  alone  hath  join'd, 
Sweet  union  of  the  willing  mind  I 
Hearts  pair'd  in  Heaven,  not  meanly  fold, 
Law-licens'd  prollitutes  for  Gold  : 
And  welcome  thrice,  and  thrice  again. 
The  chofen  few,  the  worthy  train, 
Whofe  fteady  feet,  untaught  to  llray, 
Still  tread  where  virtue  marks  the  way  ; 
Whofe  fouls  no  thought,  whofe  hands  have  known 
No  deed,  which  honour  might  not  own ; 
Who,  torn  with  pain,  or  ftung  with  care, 

In  others'  blifs  can  claim  a  part, 
And,  in  life's  brightell  hour,  can  fhare 

Each  pang  that  wrings  another's  heart ; 
Ye  guardian  fpirits,  when  fuch  ye  fee, 
Sweet  peace  be  theirs,  and  welcome  free  ! 
Clear  be  the  (ky  from  clouds  or  fliowers  ! 
Green  be  the  turf,  and  frelh  the  flowers ! 
Vol..  IV.  X  And 
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And  that  the  youth,  vvhofe  pious  car& 
Lays  On  your  flu  ine  this  honeft  prayer. 
May,  with  the  reft,  admittance  gain. 
And  vifit  oft  this  pleafant  fcene, 
Let  all  who  love  the  Mufe  attend  : 
Who  loves  the  Slufe  is  Virtue's  friend  1 

Such  then  alone  may  venture  hefe, 
Whoj  free  from  guilt,  arc  free  from  fear  ^ 
Whofe  wide  afFe<flions  can  embrace 
The  whole  extent  of  human  race ; 
Whom  Virtue  and  her  friends  approve  ; 
Whom  Cambridge  and  the  Mufcs  love. 

THE      RECANTATION. 
AN       ODE. 

BY       THE       S   A  Bt  E, 

BY  Love  too  long  depriv'd  of  reft, 
(Fell  tyrant  of  the  human  breaft  1) 
His  valfal  long,  and  worn  with  pain, 
Indignant  late  f  fpurn'd  the  chain ; 
Trv  verfe,  in  profc,  1  fung  and  fwore. 
No  charms  ftiould  e'er  enflave  me  more, 

N©r 
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Nor  neck,  nor  hair,  nor  lip,  nor  eye, 
Again  fliould  force  one  tender  figh. 

As,  taught  by  Heaven's  informing  power, 
From  every  fruit  and  every  flower, 
That  nature  opens  to  the  view. 
The  bee  extradls  the  ne6tar-dew  ; 
A  vagrant  thus,  and  free  to  change, 
From  fair  to  fair  I  vow'd  to  range. 
And  part  from  each  without  regret 
As  pleas'd  and  happy  as  I  met. 

Then  Freedom's  praife  infpir'd  my  tongue. 
With  Freedom's  praife  the  valUes  rung. 
And  every  night,  and  every  day. 
My  heart  thus  pour'd  th'  enraptur'd  lay  ; 
**  My  cares  are  gone,  my  forrows  ceafe, 
•'  My  breaft  regains  its  wonted  peace, 
*'  And  Joy  and  Hope  returning  prove, 
**  That  Reafon  is  too  ftrong  for  Lore." 

Such  was  my  boaft — but,  ah !  how  vain  ! 
How  fliort  was  Reafon's  vaunted  reign ! 
The  firm  refolve  I  form'd  ere~while. 
How  weak,  oppos'd  to  Clara's  fmile  ! 
Chang'd  is  the  ftraih — The  vallies  round 
With  Freedom's  praife  no  more  refound, 
But  every  night,  and  every  day, 
My  full  heart  pour'd  the  alter'd  lay. 

X  z  Offended 
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Offended  deity,  whofe  power 
My  rebel  tongue  but  now  forfwore, 
Accept  my  penitence  iincere, 
My  crime  forgive,  and  grant  my  prayer ! 
Let  not  thy  flave,  condemn'd  to  mourn. 
With  unrequited  paffion  burn  ; 
With  Love's  foft  thoughts  her  breaft  infpire, 
And  kindle  there  an  equal  fire  ! 

It  is  not  beauty's  gaudy  flower, 
(The  empty  triumph  of  an  hour) 
Nor  praftis'd  wiles  of  female  art. 
That  now  fubdue  my  deftin'd  heart : 
O  no  ! — 'Tis  Heaven,  whofe  wond'rous  hand 
A  tranfcript  of  itfelf  hath  plann'd. 
And  to  each  outward  grace  hath  join'd 
Each  lovelier  feature  of  the  mind. 

Thefe  charms  fhall  lafl,  when  others  fly. 
When  rofes  fade,  and  lilies  die  ; 
When  that  dear  eye's  declining  beam 
Its  living  fire  no  more  fhall  ftream : 
Blefl  then,  and  happy  in  my  chain, 
The  fong  of  Freedom  flows  in  vain ; 
Nor  Reafon's  harfli  reproof  I  fear, 
For  Reafon's  felf  is  Paffion  here. 

O  dearer  far  than  wealth  or  fame, 
My  daily  thought,  my  nightly  dream,. 


li 
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If  yet  no  youth's  fuccefsful  art 

(Sweet  Hope)  hath  touch'd  thy  gentle  heart, 

If  yet  no  fwain  hath  blell  thy  choice, 

Indulgent  hear  thy  Damon's  voice  ; 

From  doubts,  from  fears  his  bofom  free, 

And  bid  him  live — for  Love  and  Thee ! 
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M  I  N  T  A, 

AN       ELEGY. 


BY    MR.    G  E  R  R  AR  D. 

AN  o'crgrown  wood  my  wandering  fteps  invade, 
With  furface  mantled  in  untrodden  fnow ; 
Dire  haunt,  for  none  but  favage  monfters  made. 
Where  frofts  defcend,  and  howling  tempefls  blow. 

Here,  from  the  fearch  of  bufy  mortals  Itray'd, 
My  woe-worn  foul  fliall  hug  her  galling  chain  : 

For  fure,  no  foreft  boalls  too  deep  a  fliadc. 
No  haunt  too  wild  for  mifery  to  remain, 

X  3  O  my 
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O  my  Aminta!  dear  diftrafting  name! 

Laie  all  my  comfort,  all  my  fend  delight ; 
Stiil  writhes  my>  foul  beneath  its  torturing  flame. 

Still  thy  pale  image  fills  my  aching, fight ! 

When  fliall  vain  memory  flumber  o'er  her  woes? 

When  to  oblivion  be  her  tale  refign'd  ? 
When  fliall  this  fatal  form  in  death  repofe. 

Like  thine,  fair  victim,  to  the  duft  confign'd  ? 

Again  the  accents  faulter  on  my  tongue  ; 

Again  to  tear  the  confcious  tear  fucceeds  ; 
From  fliarp  reflexion  is  the  dagger  fprung^ 

And  Nature,  wounded  to  the  center,  bleeds. 

Ye  bitter  Ikies !  upon  the  tale  defcend— 

Ye  blafls,  though  rude  your  vifits,  lend  an  ear — 

Around,  ye  gentler  oaks,  your  branches  bend, 
And,  as  ye  liften,  drop  an  icy  tear, 

*Twas  when  the  flep  with  confcious  pleafure  roves, 

Where  round  the  fliades  the  circling  woodbines  throng  j 

Wlien  Flora  wantons  o'er  th'  enamel 'd  groves. 
And  feather'd  choirs  indulge  the  amorous  fong  ; 

Infpir'd  by  duteous  love,  I  fondly  ftray'd, 
Two  milk-white  doves  oflicious  to  enfnare : 

Beneath  a  filent  thicket  as  they  play'd, 
A  grateful  prefent  for  my  fofter  fair. 

But, 
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But,  ah !  in  fiiiiles  no  more  they  met  my  fight, 
Their  ruffled  heads  lay  gafping  on  the  ground  ; 

Where  (my  dire  emblem)  a  rapacious  Kite 

Tore  their  foft  limbs,  and  ftrew'd  their  plumes  around- 

The  tear  of  pity  ftole  into  my  eye  j 

While  ruder  paffions  in  their  turn  fucceed  ; 

Forbid  the  viftims  unreveng'd  to  die, 

And  doom  the  author  of  their  wrongs  to  bleed. 

With  hafty  ftep,  enrag'd,   I  homewards  ran, 

(Curfe  on  my  fpeed  !)  th'  unerring  tube  1  brought : 

That  fatal  hour  my  date  of  woe  began, 

Too  fliarp  to  tell — too  horrible  for  thought — 

Difaft'rous  deed  !— irrevocable  ill  I — 

How  fliall  I  tell  the  anguifli  of  my  Fate ! 

Teach  me,  remorfelefs  mongers,  not  to  feel, 
In{lru£t  me,  fiends  and  furies^  to  relate  ! 

Wrathful  behind  the  guilty  fliade  I  ftolc, 

I  rais'd  the  tube — the  clamorous  vvooc|s  refound— 

,Too  late  I  faw  the  idol  of  my  foul. 

Struck  by  my  aim,  fall  flirieking  to  the  ground ! 

No  other  blifs  her  foul  allow'd  but  me  ; 

(Ilaplefs  the  pair  that  thus  indulgent  prove) 
She  fought  concealment  from  a  fliady  tree, 

}u  amorous  fJence  to  obferve  her  love, 

X  4  J  ran-^ 
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I  ran — but  O !  too  foon  I  found  it  true  I — 

From  her  ftain'd  breafl:  life's  crimfon  ftream'd  apace — 

From  her  wan  eyes  the  fparkling  luftres  flew — 
The  fliort-Iiv'd  rofes  faded  from  her  face  ! 

Gods  I — could  I  bear  that  fond  reproachful  look, 
That  flrove  her  peerlefs  innocence  to  plead! — 

But  partial  death  awhile  her  tongue  forfook, 
To  fave  a  wretch  that  doom'd  himfelf  to  bleed. 

While  I  diflrafted  prefs'd  her  in  my  arms, 

And  fondly  ftrove  t'  imbibe  her  lateft  breath ; 

''Ofpare,  rafli  love,  flie  cry'd,  thy  fatal  charms, 
**  Nor  feek  cold  flicker  in  the  arms  of  death. 

'•  Content  beneath  thy  erring  hand  I  die. 

*'  Our  fates  grew  envious  of  a  blifs  fo  true  ; 
"  Then  urge  not  thy  diiirefs  when  low  I  lie, 

"  But  in  this  breath  receive  my  lail:  adieu  !" —    - 

Ko  more  flie  fpake,  but  droop'd  iier  lily  head  I 

In  death  flie  ficken'd — brcathlefs-  haggard — pale—  . 

While  all  my  inmoft  foul  with  horror  bled, 

And  alk'd  kind  vengeance  from  the  paifjug  gale. 

Where  flept  your  bolts,  ye  lingering  lightnings,  fay  ? 

Why  riv'd  ye  not  this  fclf-'conderaned  breall  ? 
Or  why,  too  paffive  Earth,  didfl:  thou  delay, 

To  Itretch  thy  jaws,  and  crufli  me  into  relT:  ? 

hov,' 
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Low  in  the  duft  the  beauteous  corfe  I  plac'd, 
Bedevv'd  and  foft  with  many  a  falling  tear ; 

With  fable  yew  the  rifing  turf  I  grac'd, 

And  bade  the  cyprefs  mourn  in  lilence  near. 

Oft  as  bright  morn's  allfearching  eye  returns, 
f'ull  to  my  view  the  fatal  fpot  is  brought ; 

Through  fleeplefs  night  my  haunted  fpirit  mourns. 
No  gloom  can  hide  me  from  diftrafting  though. 

When,  fpotlefs  vidlim,  fliall  my  form  decay  ? 

This  guilty  load,  fay,  when  fhall  I  refign  ? 
When  fliall  my  fpirit  wing  her  chearlefs  way, 

And  my  cold  corfe  lie  treafur'd  up  with  thine  r 
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P  E  T  H  E  R  T  O  N-B  R  I  D  G  E, 
A  N      E  L  E   G   Y', 

INSCRIBED    TO    THE    REV.    MR.    EEAN,    OF    STOKE* 
SUEHJUMDON,    SOAaERSET, 

EV     THE      SAME. 

OBean  !  vvhofe  fond  connubial  days 
A  beauteous  infant-race  attend  j 
Say^  wilt  thou  once  njore  aid  my  lays. 
And  join  the  patron  to  the  friend? 

But  not  o'er  bright  Aojiian  plains, 

Enraptur'd  as  we  us'd  to  roam  : 
The  Mufe  each  joyous  thought  rellrains,    - 

And  calls  her  wing'd  ideas  home.         • 

*  Tradition  holds,  that  the  cataflrophe  alluded  to  in  this  Elegy 
happtiied  about  two  centuries  ago  ;  of  which  the  fculpture  is  yet  to 
be  Icen  at  the  above-mentioned  bridge,  near  South  Petherton, 
SoiRcrfet. 
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The  wedded  pair  for  children  pray  ; 

They  come — fair  bleffings  from  the  Ikics: 
What  raptures  gild  the  halcyon  day! 

What  joys  in  diftant  azure  rife  !  ^ 

But  ah  I  enamourM  as  they  view 
The  fmiling,  hopeful,  infant-traitj, 

Unfeen,  misfortune  marks  his  due, 

Unheard,  he  threats  the  heart  with  pain. 

Had  fad  difailer  ne'er  enfnnrM 

The  foft,  the  innocent,  and  young, 

The  tender  Mufe  had  gladly  fpar'd 
The  little  heroes  of  her  fong. 

See'ft  thou  the  limpid  current  glide 

Beneath  yon  bridge,  niy  haplefs  theme. 

Where  brambles  fringe  its  verdant  fide. 
And  willou's  tremble  o'er  the  ftream? 

From  Pctberton.it  talces  its  name, 
From  whence  two  fmiling  infants  ftray'd  i 

Led  by  the  ftream  they  hither  came. 
And  on  the  flowery  margin  play'd. 

Sweet  vifiiims !  muft  your  Ihort-liv'd  day 
So  foon  extinguifli  in  the  wave  ; 

And  point  the  fc-tting  fun  his  way, 

T|ia:  glimmcrM  o'er  your  watery  grave! 


A* 
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As  each,  by  childifli  fancy  led, 

Cropt  the  broad  daifies  as  they  fprung ; 
Lay  ftretch'd  along  the  verdant  bed, 

And  fweetly  ply'd  the  lifping  tongue  ; 

Lo  I  from  the  fpray-deferted  fteep. 
Where  either  way  the  twigs  divide, 

The  one  roll'd  headlong  to  the  deep, 
And  plung'd  beneath  the  clofing  tide. 

The  other  faw,  and  from  the  land, 
(While  nature  imag'd  ftrange  diflrefs) 

Stretch'd  o'er  the  brink  his  little  hand. 
The  fruitlefs  fignal  of  redrefs. 

The  offer'd  pledge,  without  delay, 

The  ftruggling  vidim  rofe  and  caught ; 

But  ah !  in  vain— their  fatal  way, 

They  both  defcended  fwift  as  thought. 

Short  was  the  wave-oppreffing  fpace  ; 

Convuls'd  with  pains  too  fliarp  to  bear. 
Their  lives  diflblv'd  in  one  embrace  ; 

Their  mingled  fouls  flew  up  in  air. 

Lo  !  there  yon  time-worn  fculpture  fliews 
The  fad,  the  melancholy  truth ; 

What  pangs  the  tortur'd  parent  knows, 
What  fnares  await  defencelefs  youth. 


Here, 
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Here,  not  to  fympathy  unknown, 

Full  oft  the  fad  Mufe  wandering  near, 

Bends  fxlent  o'er  the  mofly  ftone, 
And  wets  it  with  a  willing  tear. 
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FROM    AN    UNFORTUNATE    GENTLEMAN    TO    A   YOUNG 

LADY*. 


EY       THE       SAME. 


THESE,  the  lail  lines  my  trembling  hand  can  write. 
Thefe  words,  the  lall:  my  dying  lips  recite, 
Read,  and  repent  that  your  unkindnefs  gave 
A  wretched  lover  an  untimely  grave- 1 
Sunk  by  defpair  from  life's  enchanting  view, 
Loft,  ever  loft  to  happinefs  and  you ! — > 
No  more  thefe  eye-lids  fhower  inceflant  tears, 
No  more  my  fpirit  finks  with  boding  fearr; 
No  more  your  frowns  my  fuing  paffioh  meet. 
No  more  I  fall  fubmiffive  at  your  feet ; 
With  fruitlefs  love  this  heart  fliall  ceafe  to  burn, 
Life's  empty  dream  fliall  never  more  return. 

»  Occafioned  by  a  cataftrophc  well  known  in  the  Weft'. 
4  Thin^j! 
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Think  not  that,  labouring  to  fubdue  your  hate. 
My  artful  foul  forebodes  a  fancied  fate ; 
For  ere  yon  fun  defcends  his  weftern  way, 
Cold  fliall  I  lie,  a  lifelefs  lump  of  clay  ! 

Tir'd  of  my  long  encounters  with  difdain, 
Peaceful  my  pulie,  and  ebbing  from  its  pain ; 
Each  vital  movement  finking  to  decay, 
And  my  fpent  foul  juft  languifliing  away  ; 
Ere  my  laft  breath  yet  hovers  to  depart, 
I  prompt  my  hand  to  pour  out  all  my  heart. 
The  hand,  oft  rais'd  compaffion  to  implore ; 
The  heart,  that  burns  with  flighted  fires  no  more  f 

Relentlefs  nymph !   of  nature's  fairefl  frame, 
XJnpitying  foul,  and  woman  but  in  name  ; 
Angelic  bloom  the  coldefi:  heart  to  win, 
Without,  allurement,  but  difdain  within ; 
Regard  the  founds  which  feal  my  parting  breath 
Ere  the  vain  murmurs  fliall  be  hufli'd  in  death. 
Let  pity  view  what  love  difdain'd  to  fave. 
And  mourn  a  wretch  fent  headlong  to  the  grave. 

Profufe  of  all  an  anxious  lover's  care, 
To  urge  his  fuit,  and  win  the  liflening  fair; 
Try'd  every  purpofe  to  relieve  my  woe, 
Ivly  foul  chides  not,  for  innocent  I  go ; 
Save  when  foft  pity  bids  my  gentler  mind 
Shrink  at  your  fate,  and  drop  a  tear  behind. 


How 


(     319     ). 

How  oft  and  fruitlefs  have  I  llrove  to  move 
Unfeeling  beauty  with  the  pangs  of  love ; 
As  rofe  your  breaft  with  captivating  grace, 
And  heighten'd  charms  flew  blufliing  to  your  face; 
Infulting  charms  !   that  gave  a  fiercer  wound. 
Fond  as  I  lay,  and  proihate  on  the  ground  ; 
Heavens !  with  what  fcorn  you  ftrove  my  fuit  to  meet, 
Frown'd  with  your  eyes,  and  ipurn'd  me  with  your  feet ! 
To  bleeding  love  fuch  hard  returns  you  gave. 
As  barbarous  rocks  that  dafli  the  preffing  wave. 
O  could  your  looks  have  turn'd  my  haplcfs  fate. 
And  frown'd  my  fhort-liv'd  paflion  into  hate  ; 
Then  had  no  fcattering  breeze  my  forrows  known, 
Nor  vale  refponfive  had  prolong'd  the  moan ; 
Then  had  thofe  lips  ne'er  learnt  their  woeful  tale. 
Nor  death  yet  cloath'd  them  in  eternal  pale. 

Oft  to  the  woods  in  frantic  rage  I  flew. 
To  cool  my  bofom  with  the  falling  dew  ; 
Oft  in  fad  accents  figh'd  each  prompting  ill. 
And  taught  wild  oaks  to  pity  and  to  feel ; 
Till  with  defpair  my  heart  rekindled  burns, 
And  all  the  anguifli  of  my  foul  returns. 

Then  reftlefs  to  the  fragrant  meads  I  hie. 
Death  in  my  face,  diftradion  in  my  eye ; 
There  as  reclin'd  along  the  verdant  plain. 
My  grief  renews  her  heart- wrung  ftrains  again, 
Lo  !  pitying  Phoebus  links,  with  forrovv  pale, 
And  mournful  night  defcends  upon  the  tale ! 

6  -.    When 


(    520    ) 

When  tir'd,  at  length,  my  wrongs  no  more  complain, 
And  fighs  are  flifled  in  obtufer  pain  j 
When  the  deep  fountains  of  my  eyes  are  fpent, 
And  fiercer  anguifli  finks  to  difcontent ; 
Slow  I  return,  and  proflrate  on  my  bed 
Bid  the  foft  pillow  lull  my  heavy  head. 
But  oh  !  when  downy  fleep  its  court  renews, 
And  fliades  the  foul  with  vifionary  views, 
Illufivc  dreams  to  fan  my  numbering  fire. 
And  wake  the  fever  of  intenfe  defire, 
Prefent  your  fofter  image  to  my  fight. 
All  warm  with  fmiles,  and  glowing  with  delight ; 
Gods  !  with  what  blifs  I  view  thy  darling  charms, 
And  firive  to  clafp  thee  melting  in  my  arms ! — 
But  ah !  the  fhade  my  empty  grafp  deceives  ; 
And  as  it  flits,  and  my  fond  foul  bereaves, 
The  tranfient  flumbers  flip  their  airy  chain, 
And  give  me  back  to  all  my  v/oes  again : 
There  wrapt  in  floods  of  grief  I  figh  forlorn. 
The  conftant  greetings  of  unwelcome  morn. 
But  fliould  oblivion  reafliime  her  fway, 
And  flumbers  once  more  fteal  my  woes  away ; 
When  the  fliort  flights  of  fancy  intervene. 
Your  much-lov'd  image  fills  out  every  fcene. 
But  now  no  more  foft  fmiles  your  face  adorn, 
Lo  !  o'er  each  featitre  broods  den:rudive  fcorn. 
Suppliant  in  tears  I  urge  my  fuit  again, 
Sullen  yon  ftand,  and  view  me  with  difdajn  j 
Your  ears  exclude  the  ftory  of  my  fmart, 
Your  baleful  eyes  dart  anguifli  to  my  heart. 

I  wake 


(       321       ) 

I  wake — glad  nature  halls  returning  day. 
And  the  wild  fongftersf  chaunt  their  mattin-lay; 
The  fun  in  glory  mounts  the  cryftal  fky, 
And  all  creation  is  in  fmiles  but  If 
Then,  fink  in  death,  my  fenfes !— for  in  vain    - 
You  ftrive  to  quench  the  phrenzy  of  your  pain ; 
Break,  break,  fond  heart ! — her  hate  thou  canfl:  not  tame, 
Then  take  this  certain  triumph  o'er  thy  flame.  -  ''^'  * 

'Tis  done  ! — the  dread  of  future  wrongs  is  paft— - 
Lo  !  brittle  paffion  verges  to  its  laft  ! 
"Tis  done  ! — vain  life's  iltufive  fcenes  are  o'er — 
Difdainful  beauty  fliakes  her  chains  no  more. 
Come,  peaceful  gloom,  expand  thy  downy  breaft. 
And  foothe,  O  foothe  me  to  eternal  reft  ! 
There  hudi  my  'plaints,  and  gently  lull  my  woes, 
Where  one  ftill  ftream  of  dull  oblivion  flows. 
,No  labouring  breaft  there  heaves  with  torture's  throes. 
No  heart  confumes  her  daily  hoard  of  vvoea,; 
No  dreams  of  former  pain  the  foul  invade,  . 
Calmly  flie  fleeps,  a  fad  unthinking  fliade ! 

But  ere  from  thought  my  ftruggiing  foul  is  free, 
One  iateft  tear  flie  dedicates  to  thee. 
She  views  thee  on  the  brink  of  vain  defpair. 
Beat  thy  big  breaft,  and  rend  thy  flowing  hair. 
Feels  torturing  love  her  fable  deluge  roll. 
Weigh  down  thy  fenfes,  and  o'erbear  thy  foul. 
In  vain  your  heart  relents,  in  vain  you  weep, 
No  lover  wakes  from  his  eternal  deep. 

Vol,.  IV.  y  Alas! 


(      322      ) 

Aks  !  I  fee  thy  frantic  fpirit  rave, 
And  thy  laft  breath  expiring  on  ray  grave. 
Is  this  the  fortune  of  thofe  high-priz'd  charms? 
Ah !  fpare  them  for  fome  worthier  lover's  arms. 
And  may  thefe  bodings  ne'er  with  truth  agree, 
May  grief  and  anguifh  be  unknown  to  thee ! 
May  bitter  memory  ne*er  recount  with  pain, 
That  e'er  you  frown'd,  o,r  I  admir'd  iri  vain ! 

No  more my  fpirit  is  prepar'd  to  fly, 

Siippreft  my  voice,  and  ftiften'd  is  my  eye. 
Death's  Iwimming  fliadows  intercept  my  view. 
Vain  world,  and  thou  relentlefs  nymph,  adieu! 
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